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In  celebration  of  our  twentieth  anniversary,  the  staff  of  the  Lee 
Review  set  out  to  create  a  journal  that  reflected  the  history  and  present  of 
Lee  University.  As  we  observe  our  campus  today,  we  are  astounded  by  the 
diverse  and  unique  voices  we  hear  from  the  students  and  professors.  To  us, 
this  issue  is  a  tribute  to  perception,  how  the  people  within  the  Lee  Univer- 
sity community  see  and  understand  the  world.  When  you  peruse  the  Lee 
Review,  you  will  find  visual  art  that  reveals  the  vision  of  our  contributors, 
and  hopefully  you  will  see  what  we  saw  as  editors:  reality  in  focus.  Both  in 
the  photographs  and  in  the  creative  writing  published  in  this  journal  you 
will  find  individual  perceptions  that,  when  put  together,  forge  an  artistic 
whole— a  mural  of  life  as  a  human. 

And,  as  humans,  we  are  all  affected  by  our  past,  a  truth  our  staff 
members  have  become  all  too  aware  of  in  the  creation  of  our  anniversary 
issue.  Especially  as  Christians  in  today's  world,  we  are  a  product  of  our 
heritage,  a  combination  of  the  old  with  the  new.  For  this  reason,  we  chose 
Suzie  Burkett's  photo,  "Evolving  City,"  to  appear  on  the  cover  of  our  jour- 
nal. In  our  progress  as  artists,  those  who  have  come  before  us  are  always 
present  in  the  creative  process,  and  we  pay  homage  to  them  in  our  art.  This 
year,  we  have  chosen  to  acknowledge  the  contributors  of  the  Lee  Review 
from  issues  past  in  a  special  section,  including  pieces  from  Dr.  Charles 

£         Conn  and  Dr.  Carolyn  Dirksen. 

Every  year  we  receive  dozens  of  submissions,  and  we  as  editors 
we  feel  that  this  is  our  most  impressive  issue  yet.  We  have  chosen  pieces 

2         that  exemplify  strong  artistic  ability  and  pieces  that  strive  to  expand  the 

framework  of  contemporary  Christian  art.  For  this  reason,  we  have  selected 
Bethany  Yankie's  "An  Ode  to  Umbrellas"  and  John  Watkins's  "Christmas 
Bauble"  for  our  Editor's  Choice  Winners.  Both  poems  display  the  skillful 
weaving  of  words  and  images  and  themes  that  epitomize  the  values  of  the 
Lee  Review. 

We  truly  hope  you  enjoy  reading  the  20 1 1  edition  of  the  Lee 
Review,  and  we  also  wish  that,  when  you  have  finished,  you  will  feel  a  sense 
of  where  we,  as  the  community  of  Lee  University,  have  been,  where  we  are, 
and  where  we  are  going. 

Mallory  A.  Leonard  and  Danielle  Mitro-Cox 

Editors 
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Numbered  Days 


Setting  a  forearm  on  the  edge  of  the  window,  Lance  Carson  leaned 
his  head  out  and  let  the  wind  scour  his  face.  His  tires  chewed  the  gravel  road, 
and  he  stared  at  a  flock  of  birds  startled  skyward  by  the  shadows  of  wolves 
gliding  in  and  out  of  the  trees.  There  were  no  houses  for  miles,  only  dense 
forest  on  either  side  that  stretched  from  the  mountains  lining  the  horizon. 

Lance  had  logged  in  those  woods  with  the  Ackerman  Logging  Com- 
pany for  twenty  years,  five  of  them  with  his  father  before  he  died  of  a  stroke. 
The  day  Rusty  called  him  into  the  office,  he  had  been  shocked  to  see  the 
jumbled  stacks  of  boxes  and  stark  vacant  walls. 

"Black  Pine  bought  us  out."  Rusty  sat  hunched  in  his  ratty  swivel 
chair,  his  hands  clenched.  "Lance,  in  this  economy,  there  was  nothing  I 
could  do.  Nothing." 

Lance  stared  into  Rusty's  bleary  eyes,  but  he  was  seeing  Cara.  He 
could  taste  her  celebration  dinner  for  his  first  job,  burnt  in  her  excitement. 
He  could  feel  the  warmth  of  the  evening  they  spent  dancing  barefoot  in  front 
of  the  fire. 

"You  don't  understand  how  sorry  I  am.  Let  me  know  if  there's  any-  > 

thing  I  can  do,  won't  you?"  Rusty  said.  •£ 

He  had  stood  frozen  at  the  door  until  the  old  man  looked  down  and  <* 

pointedly  rustled  the  scattered  papers  on  his  desk.  $ 

Lance  pounded  the  steering  wheel  with  the  heel  of  his  hand.  "Noth-        — 
ing! "  He  stared  into  the  rearview  mirror  until  the  sun's  glare  made  his  eyes  ' 

water. 

As  he  rounded  a  bend,  a  shadow  emerged  from  the  trees  and  darted 
into  the  road.  Lance  briefly  registered  the  flash  of  caramel  colored  fur  and 
reflexively  wrenched  the  wheel. 

His  tires  slid,  spraying  dirt  and  clumps  of  grass  as  the  car  shuddered. 
Cracks  extended  along  the  windshield  as  a  heavyweight  collided  with  it.  He 
jerked  forward,  and  his  head  hit  the  steering  wheel,  snapping  back  at  the 
impact. 

Panicked,  he  pressed  the  gas  again,  causing  the  vehicle  to  surge 
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towards  the  steep  embankment.  The  front  wheels  shot  over  the  edge,  shower- 
ing dirt  and  grass  as  they  spun.  Balanced  precariously,  the  truck  shifted  for- 
ward as  the  body  of  the  deer  rolled  off  the  hood,  the  weight  tipping  it  towards 
the  bottom  of  the  hill. 

Everything  shook.  Lance  gripped  the  wheel,  blood  streaming  from 
his  head  and  choking  him.  As  it  gained  momentum,  the  truck  hit  a  boulder 
buried  in  the  thick  grass.  The  back  end  rose  above  the  front,  sending  it  into  a 
spiral. 

Time  became  sluggish,  and  a  peace  settled  over  his  body  as  it  hovered 
above  his  seat,  weightless.  The  edges  of  his  mind  blurred,  and  mental  images 
flickered  past  his  eyes  so  fast  they  almost  merged  together. 

Cara's  freckles  in  the  sunshine. 

Her  smile  with  the  crooked  tooth  that  made  her  self-conscious. 

Maddie's  wispy  baby  hair,  curled  delicately  at  the  back  of  her  head. 
But  it  was  the  last  conversation  he  had  had  with  Cara  that  continued  to  reoc- 
cur until  it  was  the  only  memory  rotating  in  his  mind. 

Lance  sat  at  the  kitchen  table  with  a  bowl  of  tepid  oatmeal,  reading 
his  newspaper  for  the  third  time.  Cara  dropped  the  phone  back  into  its  cradle 
and  rubbed  her  eyelids. 

"That  was  Mom.  Her  back's  acting  up  again.  She  won't  tell  me,  but 
£       she's  obviously  in  pain. "  She  picked  up  a  rag  and  began  wiping  the  counter, 
running  the  rag  vigorously  over  the  same  spot.  "I  think  I  might  go  stop  by 
this  afternoon,  maybe  spend  the  night." 
5  Lance  kept  his  gaze  on  the  paper.  "Weren't  you  just  there?" 

Out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye  he  could  see  Cara  tilt  her  head  in  his  direction, 
poised  with  the  cloth  in  her  hand.  He  slowly  turned  the  page,  shaking  the 
paper  to  keep  it  from  folding  over. 

"Yes,  she  wanted  to  see  the  baby.  You  were  at  Tommy's  all  week  so  it 
didn't  matter."  She  sat  down  with  her  bowl  of  oatmeal  and  stabbed  at  it  with 
her  spoon.  "Pass  me  the  sugar." 

"Tommy's  generous  enough  to  offer  me  work,  so  I  take  it."  He 
reached  for  the  chipped  bowl,  and  the  lid  rattled  as  he  shoved  it  towards  her. 

"Generous,  barely  giving  you  the  starting  pay  even  though  you've 
been  logging  your  whole  life.  Yeah,  he's  real  generous." 

Lance's  breath  rushed  past  his  teeth  in  a  silent  hiss,  and  he  scanned 
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an  article  blindly.  "How  long  are  you  going  to  be  gone?" 

"Two  or  three  days.  She  said  she's  got  more  diapers  and  formula  for 
me  too. "  A  thin  wail  echoed  from  the  back  room,  and  Cara  headed  towards 
the  cabinets  to  dig  for  an  empty  bottle.  "I'm  almost  out  of  both,  and  Tommy 
won't  pay  you  until  next  week. " 

"Tommy's  an  old  friend.  I  could  ask  him  for  an  advance."  Lance  felt 
acid  sear  the  back  of  his  throat. 

"Oh,  I'm  sure  he  would  love  that.  Have  someone  fall  on  his  mercy. 
He's  so  generous  and  all."  Cara  stuck  the  full  bottle  in  the  microwave. 

The  burning  sensation  worked  its  way  up  his  face.  "Cara,  if  my  fam- 
ily's going  hungry,  I'm  not  above  asking  for  help." 

Cara's  mouth  twisted  into  a  warped  smile,  and  wrinkles  fanned  deli- 
cately out  from  the  sides  of  her  cold,  hard  eyes  as  they  narrowed.  "You  don't 
think  I  know  that?  The  only  problem  is  Tommy's  been  helping  you  for  two 
years  now.  It  must  be  real  convenient  for  him  to  have  such  a  willing  source 
of  cheap  labor.  Good  ole  Tommy  Sutton's  always  looking  for  some  sucker  to 
con." 

"I've  known  Tommy  for  years,  and  he  gave  me  a  job  as  soon  as  he 
heard  about  Rusty.  The  pay's  not  great,  but  he  said  I'm  next  in  line  for  a 
promotion.  You  don't  know  what  you're  talking  about,  so  just  leave  it  alone." 

Cara  leaned  onto  the  table  and  glared  over  the  wall  of  his  gray  news-  ^ 

paper.  "Lance,  I  know  exactly  what  I'm  talking  about.  That  job  he  gave  you  •£ 

while  you  got  back  on  your  feet  has  turned  into  a  trap,  and  you're  not  doing  <* 

anything  about  it. "  o 

Lance  stood  and  folded  the  newspaper  deliberately  into  quarters .  ~~~ 

Avoiding  Cara's  face,  he  placed  it  on  his  chair.  The  beeping  of  the  microwave 
was  deafening  in  the  silence. 

"I'm  going  to  work. " 

"Lance."  Cara  reached  out,  but  he  was  already  walking  out  the  door. 

The  sound  of  Cara's  voice  throbbed  like  a  pulse  in  his  brain. 

The  car  shuddered  again  as  it  spun  around  and  continued  its  roll 
horizontally.  The  world  became  a  blur,  filled  only  with  a  liquid  swirl  of  green 
and  blue.  Blinding  white  joined  the  mosaic  of  color  as  the  ground  reached  up 
for  him,  and  the  vehicle  slid  to  a  halt  at  the  foot  of  the  embankment. 
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The  Geek  Takeover 

If  there  is  one  thing  that  any  adolescent  can  trust,  it  is  the  importance 
of  popularity.  What  else  can  so  accurately  define  a  person's  worth?  Where 
else  can  one  find  a  sense  of  value?  Considering  how  recent  generations  have 
so  dangerously  veered  towards  rebellion,  it  is  truly  a  blessing  that  young 
people  have  this  social  institution  to  remind  them  of  their  role  in  life.  The 
effects  of  the  categorization  learned  in  early  adolescence,  whether  it  be  jock, 
prep,  or  geek,  play  out  over  the  rest  of  the  individual's  life.  The  system,  how- 
ever, faces  a  grave  threat  from  within.  The  classification  of  "geek"  has  begun 
to  take  on  a  new  meaning.  It  has  not  simply  adapted  to  the  newest  genera- 
tion but  it  has  completely  transformed,  robbing  the  title  of  its  former  stigma. 
The  change  has  the  potential  to  destroy  the  old  order,  completely  disrupting 
what  so  many  have  based  their  lives  upon.  As  this  mutation  continues,  it  is 
important  to  understand  exactly  what  is  happening:  being  a  geek  is  growing 
increasingly  cool. 

The  fact  that  "geek"  has  been  given  such  a  negative  connotation  may 
make  it  difficult  to  understand  how  any  positive  traits  can  be  ascribed  to  it. 
The  image  most  often  associated  with  "geek"  is,  at  best,  the  tolerable  band 

.2       kid  and,  at  worse,  Steve  Urkel.  Various  actual  definitions  of  "geek"  exist; 

^       the  Miriam-Webster  Dictionary  defines  a  geek  as  either  an  "overly  intel- 

£       lectual  person"  or  "a  carnival  performer  who  performs  sensationally  morbid 
or  disgusting  acts,  as  biting  off  the  head  of  a  live  chicken. "  Technical  skills, 

1 0       interest  in  "geek  culture , "  and  awkwardness  are  often  ascribed  to  the  people 
who  inhabit  this  traditionally  bottom-rung  position  on  the  social  ladder.  Such 
attributes  seem  like  they  would  be  easy  to  spot  and  would  provide  an  easy 
buffer  for  those  who  are  cooler;  in  today's  society,  however,  this  is  not  the 
case. 

Technical  proficiency  is  the  most  commonly  ascribed  skill  to  the 
classic  geek.  From  "computer  geeks"  to  the  "Geek  Squad,"  this  idea  is  very 
pervasive.  To  understand  the  mysterious  and  unfathomable  workings  of  a 
computer  appears  so  impossible  to  some  that  proficient  users  are  of  another 
kind  entirely.  The  gap  between  "the  geeks"  and  "normal  folk"  was  initially 
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quite  wide  and  kept  the  geeks  in  their  proper  place.  Early  signs  of  acceptance 
came  with  the  advent  of  the  personal  computer.  These  were  excused  as  nec- 
essary steps.  The  geeky  roommate  who  could  fix  a  computer  the  night  before 
a  paper  was  due  became  a  highly  coveted  commodity.  This  early  advance  in 
status  started  a  long  uphill  battle  for  computer  experts  everywhere.  Entire 
careers  opened  up  for  such  people,  and  while  IT  workers  still  carried  some 
stigma,  their  role  in  the  workplace  was  undisputed.  Had  the  progress  of  the 
computer  geek  within  society  continued  at  a  steady  rate,  there  is  a  chance 
that  the  encroachment  upon  traditional  values  could  have  been  noticed  and 
prevented;  however,  the  rapid  assimilation  of  technology  into  everyday  life 
cemented  their  vital  role  in  society  and  swelled  their  ranks.  Instead  of  being 
reserved  for  the  reclusive,  computers  and  their  technological  offspring  have 
become  highly  used  tools  by  people  in  every  walk  of  life,  regardless  of  social 
status.  There  was  once  a  time  where  "computers"  and  "social  life"  did  not 
work  together  at  all;  now  they  are  irreversibly  joined.  YouTube,  Twitter,  and 
especially  Facebook  now  allow  for  hours  spent  on  the  computer  every  day. 
This  transition  has  effectively  eradicated  any  of  the  disgrace  once  associated 
with  sitting  in  front  of  a  computer  screen  late  into  the  night  and  has  instead 
made  it  the  norm.  While  the  general  definition  of  "geek"  remains  the  same, 
it  is  difficult  to  look  down  on  geeks  for  their  technical  knowledge  if  everyone 
is  computer  literate.  This  trend,  however,  still  allows  for  some  to  be  more  £ 

popular  than  others,  so  it  is  only  a  minor  victory  for  the  geeks.  > 

A  more  troubling  shift  in  the  geeks'  favor  can  be  found  in  other  main- 
stream  media.  At  one  time  an  easy  and  safe  assumption  was  that  regular  peo-         .3 
pie  and  geeks  enjoyed  completely  separate  forms  of  entertainment.  Normal  ^  ^ 

folk  watched  football  and  geeks  watched  Star  Trek  and  read  Batman  comic 
books.  Such  easy  distinctions  felt  safely  secured  until  recent  years.  Suddenly 
movies  like  The  Dark  Knight  and  Star  Tre£  have  become  the  "must-see" 
films  of  the  summer  and  have  brought  in  huge  viewership  from  just  about 
every  demographic.The  trend  of  movies  towards  the  geeky  has  not  stopped, 
nor  has  it  been  an  isolated  event.  More  than  fifty  films  based  on  comic  books 
have  come  out  in  the  past  decade,  and  the  trend  is  only  growing  as  the  two 
major  comic  producers,  Marvel  and  DC,  continuously  increase  their  output. 
Without  warning  Hollywood  has  contributed  to  making  geek  culture  part  of 
the  popular  culture. 
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And  what  of  football?  Surely  it  has  remained  untouched?  It  is  embar- 
rassing to  even  ask  that  in  light  of  fantasy  football  and  Madden.  The  trans- 
ference of  manly  activities  to  video  games  has  not  been  limited  to  football. 
Sports  of  all  kinds  have  been  adapted  in  games  such  as  FIFA  1 1  and  NBA 
Live.  The  thrill  of  drag  racing  has  been  captured  by  Grand  Theft  Auto  with- 
out any  of  the  risk  involved  in  the  real  world.  And  what  of  the  ever-increasing 
collection  of  first-person  shooters?  Men  who  might  have  signed  up  to  fight 
overseas  now  sign  up  for  their  monthly  XBox  Live  subscription  so  they  can 
play  against  their  peers  in  Call  of  Duty  or  Halo.  And  while  participators  in 
wars  still  easily  outdo  gamers  in  terms  of  manliness,  the  geeks  outdo  them 
with  numbers.  America  has  about  1 ,500,000  active  personnel;  Americans 
bought  over  4  million  copies  of  the  popular  game,  Counter  Strike.  The  geeks 
have  amassed  an  army  and  are  continually  recruiting  new  members,  promis- 
ing safe,  exhilarating,  and  risk-free  entertainment.  Whether  this  trend  is  a 
recent  one  or  can  be  traced  all  the  way  back  to  Duck  Hunt,  it  is  becoming 
harder  to  condemn  the  geeks  for  their  interests  without  coming  down  on  all 
of  society. 

After  realizing  that  technical  skill  and  geek  culture  are  becoming 
mainstream,  one  falls  back  on  the  most  ostracizing  characteristic  ascribed 
to  geeks:  awkwardness.  This  is  truly  the  defining  characteristic  of  a  geek. 
Intelligence  and  geeky  interests  certainly  help,  but  both  of  these  are  surpass- 
able  with  the  proper  charisma.  A  truly  awkward  person  should  be  classified  as 
a  geek  even  if  he  doesn't  possess  these  two  traits,  right?  Unfortunately,  the 
geeks  have  overcome  this,  their  greatest  hurdle.  The  process  was  a  long  one 
j  2       and  took  decades  of  work.  This  effort  can  be  seen  in  film  history.  In  1 942, 
Casablanca  came  out,  starring  two  of  the  most  famous  actors  of  all  time, 
Humphrey  Bogart  and  Ingrid  Bergman.  Their  characters  came  to  be  viewed 
as  ideal  romantic  figures,  due  in  part  to  their  stoicism,  wit,  and  composure. 
Fast  forward  thirty-five  years  to  Annie  Hall,  another  iconic  film  dealing  with 
romance.  Here  the  two  stars  were  Woody  Allen  and  Diane  Keaton,  both 
of  whom  were  noted  for  their  goofy  and  endearingly  awkward  portrayals  of 
their  characters.  And  what  of  today's  films?  Watch  any  Michael  Cera  film 
and  you  will  see  how  awkwardness  is  portrayed.  While  actors  such  as  Cera, 
Zach  Galifianakis,  and  the  kid  who  played  McLovin  are  made  fun  of  in  their 
respective  films,  they  are  seen  as  the  epitome  of  humor.  While  few  try  to  be 
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as  awkward  as  they,  awkwardness  has  made  itself  a  part  of  contemporary 
humor  in  America.  What  kind  of  joke  is  enjoyed  more  than  the  incongruous 
comment  or  illogical  argument?  What  group  of  friends  doesn't  occasionally 
enjoy  a  forced  awkward  moment?  Many  people  take  joy  in  making  others  feel 
awkward,  using  it  as  a  new  form  of  bullying  and  entertainment  at  the  expense 
of  others.  There  are  many  articles  online  about  "100  Things  to  do  at  Wal- 
Mart"  or  "Top  2 1  Ways  to  Annoy  a  McDonald's  Drive-Thru  Worker"  and 
even  more  videos  of  people  forcing  such  awkward  interactions.  Even  appear- 
ing awkward  is  becoming  increasingly  acceptable.  More  and  more  people 
enjoy  wearing  mismatched  articles  of  clothing,  from  frilly  skirts  with  jeans 
to  ties  with  tank  tops.  Few  would  argue  that  this  is  an  attempt  to  specifically 
appear  awkward,  but  it  does  show  how  people  are  fearing  it  less  and  less. 
Without  the  fear  of  the  seclusion  that  used  to  come  with  any  form  of  awkward 
behavior,  many  are  able  to  embrace  geek  society. 

What  is  a  geek?  A  geek  is  often  a  person  who  is  well-versed  in  tech- 
nology. They  are  able  to  entertain  themselves  with  electronic  media  for  hours 
on  end.  A  geek  often  has  a  very  specific  set  of  interests.  They  enjoy  fictional 
characters  and  worlds  that  push  their  imagination  and  provide  a  safe  and 
exciting  adrenaline  rush.  Geeks  are  prone  to  awkward  behavior,  sometimes 
oblivious  towards  or  even  not  caring  about  social  standards.  The  definition 
of  "geek"  has  not  changed,  but  its  relevance  has.  Today  anyone  can  be  a  geek        £ 
with  significantly  less  fear  of  exclusion.  People  from  all  walks  of  life  enjoy  > 

spending  hours  on  Facebook  or  playing  video  games .  Nearly  everyone  loves  0 

an  exciting  movie  featuring  their  favorite  childhood  heroes .  Awkward  has  be-        .2 
come  more  of  a  pastime ,  a  way  of  breaking  the  norm  and  expressing  oneself  ^  o 

without  worrying  about  others'  expectations.  "Geek"  is  often  used  more  as 
an  endearing  term  than  a  derogatory  comment,  shared  between  friends  when 
one  catches  the  other  in  geeky  behavior.  Yes,  it  can  still  be  used  in  a  hurtful 
manner.  Yes,  it  is  occasionally  used  to  separate  the  socially  acceptable  from 
the  socially  unacceptable.  But  the  growing  trend  is  that  "geek"  is  tolerable, 
"geek"  is  funny,  "geek"  is  even  cool.  The  Geeks  have  won. 
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Middle  Man 

Charlie  Eubanks  was  an  average  man.  He  still  had  a  head  of  hair,  and 
despite  the  traces  of  gray,  Charlie  was  only  in  his  early-thirties.  He  sat  at  the 
edge  of  his  couch  in  a  lonely  apartment  with  a  glass  of  water  in  one  hand.  He 
dropped  an  Alka-Seltzer  into  his  drink  and  listened  to  it  bubble.  Charlie's 
hair  was  sticking  up,  due  to  the  fact  that  he  just  had  his  face  buried  in  his 
hands,  and  his  fingers  filed  through  his  hair.  Across  from  him  was  a  coffee 
table  with  a  picture  of  his  children  and  a  book,  which  he  used  as  a  coaster.  It 
was  4  AM  and  Charlie  could  not  sleep,  which  was  his  normal  occupation  at 
this  hour.  But  unlike  most  nights  he  was  not  disturbed  over  reality  but  rather 
a  dream. 

He  sat  reminiscing  of  a  late  night  as  a  kid,  about  eight  or  nine  years 
old,  out  of  breath  in  a  dark  room.  He  remembered  the  dream  that  night. 
Young  Charlie  had  been  on  a  beach,  standing  along  the  shore  with  a  coin 
in  his  hand,  playing  with  it  in  a  nervous  manner.  As  the  boy  listened  to  the 
waves,  he  closed  his  eyes,  all  the  while  running  the  coin  through  his  fingers. 
The  waves  massaged  the  shores,  and  just  as  the  water  reached  Charlie's  feet, 
he  dropped  the  coin.  Frantic,  he  ran  after  it,  but  the  waves  receded  faster  than 
%       the  boy  could  go.  Regardless,  as  he  reached  the  waters,  Charlie  dove  into  the 


sea. 


£  Pressure. 

His  ears  popped  and  the  whole  sea  sounded  hollow.  Before  he 

14       opened  his  eyes,  he  sat  enjoying  the  space-like  qualities  of  water.  He  espe- 
cially loved  the  way  his  hair  drifted  like  grass  waving  in  the  wind.  He  opened 
his  eyes  and  could  see  the  coin.  He  began  to  swim  toward  it,  but  the  distance 
never  erased.  Time  was  slow  in  the  great  abyss,  but  even  within  the  dream 
Charlie  still  needed  to  breathe.  So  he  lifted  his  head  upward.  That  is,  he  tried 
to.  Something  stopped  him.  Someone  had  his  hand  on  the  back  of  his  skull 
pushing  him  downward,  drowning  him.  But  there  was  no  hand.  No  one  was 
pushing  him  down.  No  one  was  near  him.  The  beach  was  full  of  people  enjoy- 
ing the  sun.  They  didn't  think  twice  about  the  strange  boy  with  the  coin.  To 
be  honest,  they  hadn't  even  noticed  him. 
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Charlie,  still  underwater,  was  running  out  of  breath.  He  tried  to  pull 
his  head  out  of  the  water  but  it  was  no  use.  The  sea  wanted  him.  Desperate, 
Charlie  began  to  flail  his  arms  and  legs  in  hopes  that  someone  would  be  there 
to  save  him.  When  he  realized  there  was  no  one,  he  stopped  the  movement, 
looked  wide  eyed  at  the  coin,  and  took  a  deep  breath. 

Outside  the  dream,  young  Charlie  violently  sat  up  in  his  bed,  breath- 
ing desperately.  The  dream  had  been  a  dream.  Decades  later,  old  Charlie  sat 
in  the  still  of  the  morning  thinking  about  the  dream  and  how  real  it  was.  The 
effects  of  the  unconscious  altering  the  conscious. 

He  continued  to  sit,  staring  at  the  burgundy  wall  across  from  him. 
There  was  a  mirror  hanging  there  and  he  could  see  his  reflection  staring  at 
him.  He  could  see  his  hair  mocking  him,  his  scruffy  face  reminding  him  of 
his  apathy.  He  looked  straight  into  his  eyes.  They  were  dark  eyes  for  a  man  of 
his  pale  complexion;  he  liked  them  because  they  reminded  him  of  his  grand- 
father's deep  stare.  Charlie  longed  to  have  Great  Depression  eyes  like  him. 
He  looked  away,  trying  to  stay  as  least  egocentric  as  possible  and  downed  the 
bubbling  water  in  his  glass.  He  then  slumped  over  on  the  couch  and  closed 
his  eyes. 

Charlie  was  ten  minutes  late  to  work,  which  is  unacceptable  for  a 
high  school  guidance  counselor,  but  it  was  his  usual  morning  tradition.  He 
gave  up  trying  to  be  early  or  even  on  time  long  ago.  He  enjoyed  his  walk  of  .£ 

miniscule  shame  though.  Teachers  would  eye  him  with  disdain  and  even  the  a 

principal  would  notice  on  some  days  and  give  glances  of  disapproval.  But  he  <j> 

was  too  much  like  Charlie  and  never  said  anything.  Other  than  the  occasional      _zL 
judgments ,  Charlie  had  the  halls  to  himself  and  was  fortunate  enough  to  15 

miss  the  bell,  the  pledge  of  allegiance,  and  the  moment  of  silence.  In  fact,  he 
considered  this  his  moment  of  silence. 

Charlie  made  it  to  his  desk,  which  was  inside  an  office  that  was 
shared  by  two  other  counselors,  both  of  which  were  women.  He  plopped 
down  in  his  chair  and  stared  at  the  name  plaque  on  his  desk  which  read 
"Charles  Eubanks. "  It  was  like  reading  his  gravestone,  and  this  office  was 
where  he  would  be  buried.  As  Charlie  was  thinking  about  the  world  after  his 
death,  the  woman  at  the  desk  next  to  him  interrupted,  "Why  hello,  Charles. 
Isn't  it  a  lovely  morning?" 
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She  said  it  not  because  she  thought  it  was  a  beautiful  day  or  because 
she  enjoyed  small  talk  with  Charlie,  but  because  she  felt  obligated  by  society 
to  make  false  interactions  with  her  colleagues  and  ask  them  about  their  day 
or  the  weather.  Then  she  would  always  conclude  with  the  cliche,  "Now  don't 
work  too  hard,  Hun."  Charlie  hated  this  facade  but  responded  anyways. 

"Hi,  Janis." 

He  said  it  without  looking  at  her  and  continued  to  sit  straight  faced. 
Janis  did  not  get  the  hint  and  persisted,  "Aren't  you  just  enjoying  this  weath- 
er, Charles?  It's  been  absolutely  wonderful." 

Charlie  continued  to  appease  her.  "Yeah,  the  weather  has  been  really 
mild." 

He  smirked  a  little,  but  didn't  let  Janis  see  him.  He  was  amused  with 
the  statement.  It  was  completely  ignorant,  but  only  he  acknowledged  his 
sarcasm. 

"Don't  work  too  hard  now,  ya  hear?" 

Their  conversation  ceased  for  about  thirty  minutes.  During  that  time 
the  office  was  quiet  and  Charlie  just  kept  staring  at  his  name.  Janis  wheeled 
her  desk  chair  over  to  Charlie  and  broke  the  silence.  "Charles,  Mildred  and  I 
have  been  worried  about  you  lately. " 

The  woman  at  the  desk  diagonal  to  Charlie  nodded  her  head  and  Ja- 
nis continued,  "We  know  that  this  has  been  a  hard  year  for  you  and  we  think 
that  you  should— " 

"Stop,"  Charlie  said  calmly.  "Just  stop." 

He  stood  up  from  his  chair  and  walked  out  of  the  office  into  the  hall, 
j  g       There  he  leaned  against  the  wall,  loosened  his  tie,  and  put  his  hands  in  his 
pockets.  He  angled  his  head  back  so  that  it  could  rest  on  the  wall  and  closed 
his  eyes.  A  moment  later  the  bell  rang  and  the  halls  became  cattle  stalls,  loud 
with  hooves  and  mooing.  Teenagers  unknowingly  were  guided  from  one 
room  to  the  next  where  they  were  to  be  branded  then  sent  to  the  next  room 
for  the  same.  Four  years  of  this  and  then  they  would  be  ready  for  society,  a 
place  where  the  body  isn't  branded  but  scarred. 

Charlie  opened  his  eyes  and  watched  the  livestock  and  pitied  them, 
knowing  that  the  slaughter  would  come. 

"Charles ! "  said  a  man  with  a  pat  on  the  shoulder. 

"Frank.  How  was  your  weekend?" 
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"Some  story,  man.  I  was  a  chauffeur  for  the  kids,  a  handy  man  for  the 
wife  and  a  member  for  the  church." 

Of  all  the  people  Charlie  worked  with,  Frank  Toms  was  the  only  one 
that  he  could  tolerate  and  even  enjoy.  "How  about  you?  Anything  interesting 
happen  since  last  week?" 

"Nah,  just  another  weekend." 

"One  of  these  days  I  need  to  hear  something  other  than  that." 

Charlie  smiled  but  didn't  say  anything  more.  The  two  men  leaned 
against  the  wall  and  watched  the  students  hurry  to  their  next  class.  The  bell 
rang  again,  signaling  the  next  stretch  of  silence.  Frank  stood  up  from  the  wall 
and  faced  Charlie.  "Charles,  do  you  think  during  fifth  period  you  could  stop 
by  and  talk  about  meter  and  scansion  and  what-not  with  my  class?" 

Charlie  also  stood  off  the  wall  and  looking  down  said,  "Sure,  do  you 
have  a  poem  in  mind?" 

"No  man,  I  figured  you  could  come  up  with  something,  but  I  thought 
the  class  would  enjoy  someone  other  than  me  for  a  day." 

"I'll  come  up  with  something." 

"Thanks,  man,  I'll  see  you  after  lunch." 

Frank  walked  back  to  his  class  and  Charlie  went  back  to  his  desk. 

Charlie  began  working  on  some  transcripts  for  seniors,  last  names 
R-Z.  Janis  and  Mildred  glanced  up  at  him,  but  didn't  say  a  word.  Charlie  was 
in  a  better  mood  now.  He  was  happy  to  have  the  opportunity  to  get  back  in 
the  classroom. 

Charlie  had  a  Master's  in  English  and  used  to  teach  honors  courses 
in  the  city  schools .  During  college  he  had  actually  published  a  few  short  i  y 

stories  in  some  literary  magazines  and  had  written  an  unpublished  book  of 
poems  called  This  Two  Piece  Puzzle.  It  had  been  years  since  he  had  writ- 
ten anything  though.  He  moved  to  a  more  rural  part  of  the  state  because  he 
thought  it  was  better  for  his  kids,  but  he  couldn't  get  a  teaching  position 
anywhere  and  had  to  settle  for  a  guidance  counselor  job  in  the  local  public 
high  school.  Frank  knew  all  this  and  periodically  found  chances  for  Charlie 
to  speak  in  his  honors  class. 

Charlie  was  productive  for  the  rest  of  the  morning  and  at  lunch,  as 
usual,  he  went  out  to  his  car  and  ate  his  bologna  sandwich  and  listened  to 
the  radio.  He  turned  to  AM  1400  to  the  Harold  Schmidt  show  on  talk  radio. 
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Schmidt  was  talking  about  the  upcoming  election.  He  spoke  dramatically 
of  how  the  Republicans  are  for  strengthening  the  economy  and  outlawing 
abortion  and  limiting  gays,  and  the  Democrats  want  to  reform  the  economy 
and  pull  the  troops  out  of  Iraq  and  socialize  healthcare.  Schmidt  was  a  blatant 
Conservative  who  bullied  the  listener. 

"Look  folks !  The  Liberals  who  ran  Congress  for  the  past  few  months 
have  taken  one  giant  step  forward  and  fell  ONE  THOUSAND  steps  back. 
They  overcomplicate  the  situation  of  health  care,  trying  to  manipulate  the 
public  into  selling  THAT  to  the  government  TOO !  Bailout,  Bailout,  Bailout! 
And  let  me  tell  you  something  AMERICA,  who's  the  one  group  that  the  Left 
Hand  promised  to  BAILOUT  and  didn't?  The  troops!  They're  still  there 
and  who's  to  blame?  Manipulation  and  socialism,  that's  what  it  is  FOLKS! 
MANIPULATION  AND  SOCIALISM! " 

Schmidt's  voice  would  rise  and  fall  and  then  rise  again  with  every 
sentence.  His  show  made  him  seem  like  a  very  discontented  man  who  blamed 
everyone  but  himself  for  America,  for  his  divorce  and  his  heinous  debt. 
Charlie  listened  and  hoped  that  one  day  old  Schmidt  would  blame  himself  for 
whatever  political  or  social  problem  he  addressed.  As  Charlie  was  thinking 
about  the  crotchety  old  man,  Schmidt's  voice  came  to  a  lull  as  if  he  were  giv- 
ing his  listeners  a  heart  to  heart.  "Ladies  and  Gentleman,  I  want  you  to  know 
that  I  love  my  country  and  that  I. . ." 

Click.  Charlie  turned  off  the  radio  shaking  his  head.  Schmidt  may  be 
able  to  appeal  to  the  masses  and  give  them  a  line  to  divide  the  good,  the  bad 
and  the  ugly,  but  Charlie  knew  that  the  world  wasn't  black  and  white.  The 
j  g       world  was  grey.  He  sat  in  the  quiet  of  his  Saturn  sedan  finishing  his  lunch  and 
thinking  of  what  he  was  going  to  teach  the  honors  class. 

The  bell  rang  and  Charlie  was  already  in  Mr.  Toms'  room,  ready 
for  the  upcoming  class.  The  students  leaked  in  and  took  their  seats  loudly. 
Charlie  eyed  the  class  as  Mr.  Toms  took  attendance  and  the  students  passed 
their  homework  forward;  he  smirked  at  his  expectations  of  the  next  hour.  Mr. 
Toms  introduced  Charlie,  and  Charlie  immediately  began  the  class  with  a 
poem. 

"Miniver  Cheevy,  child  of  scorn, 

Grew  lean  while  he  assailed  the  seasons; 

He  wept  that  he  was  ever  born, 
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And  he  had  reasons." 

Charlie  continued  the  poem  and  read  eloquently  the  lines  of  E.A. 
Robinson.  Deepening  his  voice  for  the  noble  stanzas  that  described  Thebes, 
Camelot,  and  Troy,  one  could  hear  the  longing  in  Charlie's  voice  when  he 
sighed, 

"He  mourned  Romance,  now  on  the  town, 

And  Art,  a  vagrant. " 

Charlie's  voice  weakened  as  he  read  the  average  life  of  Cheevy,  and 
as  he  approached  the  final  stanza,  he  took  two  steps  toward  the  class  and 
paused. 

"Miniver  Cheevy,  born  too  late, 

Scratched  his  head  and  kept  on  thinking; 

Miniver  coughed,  and  called  it  fate, 

And  kept  on  drinking." 

The  students  did  not  respond.  They  remained  dreary  and  just  stared 
at  Charlie  and  the  clock.  So  Charlie  dropped  his  head,  exhaled,  and  then 
began  a  lecture  on  rhyme  scheme. 

After  that  class,  Charlie  went  back  to  his  grave  and  back  to  his  desk. 
The  two  vultures  were  still  there  pecking  away.  He  took  his  seat,  eyed  the 
clock,  and  began  prepping  scholarship  information  for  seniors. 

Thirty  more  minutes  remained  of  his  day  when  Janis  walked  over  to  | 

Charlie.  She  held  both  of  her  hands  in  front  of  her  and  tiptoed  her  way  to  the 
edge  of  his  desk.  "Charles,  I  don't  want  to  bother  you,  but  there  is  a  young 
man  in  the  counseling  office  and  he  would  prefer  to  speak  to  a  male. " 

Charlie  looked  up  from  his  desk,  his  face  expressionless.  "All  right,  ^  q 

I'll  go  talk  to  him." 

He  walked  around  Janis  and  to  the  door.  From  there  he  crossed  the 
hall  and  entered  the  room  directly  across  from  his  shared  office.  There  was  a 
conference  table  with  sixteen  chairs,  and  at  the  very  end  sat  a  boy.  His  head 
was  down  and  his  hands  clasped  behind  his  neck,  both  elbows  resting  on  the 
table.  He  was  a  skinny  young  man,  but  athletic  nonetheless.  He  wouldn't 
have  been  able  to  win  in  a  fight,  but  he  sure  could  have  outrun  his  contender. 

Charlie  extended  his  hand.  "Son,  I'm  Mr.  Eubanks." 

The  boy  reached  out  his.  "Charlie." 

"Small  world,  Charlie.  That's  my  name,  too." 
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The  boy  smiled  slightly  then  broke  the  eye  contact.  It  was  a  rare  day 
that  students  took  advantage  of  their  guidance  counselors.  Normally  Charlie 
sat  all  day  long  doing  paperwork  and  listening  to  Janis  and  Mildred  talk  about 
the  other  night's  Weight  Watchers.  When  a  student  did  come  into  his  office, 
it  was  normally  a  troubled  kid  who  should  have  probably  been  in  a  juvenile 
detention  center.  Charlie  was  glad  to  see  an  average  young  man  seeking  his 
assistance. 

"Well,  Charlie,  what's  on  your  mind?" 

The  boy  inhaled,  then  exhaled.  "I'm  just  gonna  come  out  with  it. " 
His  eyes  were  fixed  downward  toward  the  table.  "My  mom  left  a  few  weeks 
ago." 

Charlie  sat  back  in  his  seat  and  brought  his  hand  to  his  mouth  in  the  same 
manner  one  would  stroke  his  goatee  only  higher.  His  teeth  were  clenched  and  his 
mouth  pursed;  both  were  hidden  by  the  hand.  "I'm  sorry  to  hear  that,  Charlie. " 

"I  thought  I  could  deal  with  it.  I  said  to  myself  that  half  of  my  class  has 
gone  through  it,  why  shouldn't  I?"  The  boy's  mouth  did  the  same,  but  he  did  not 
hide  it.  His  eyes  shook  with  the  weight  of  water.  "Last  night,  I  could  hear  my  dad 
crying  in  the  bathroom.  I  laid  in  bed  trying  to  figure  out  what  to  do.  Finally,  I  got 
up,  went  into  the  bathroom,  and  put  my  hand  on  my  dad's  shoulder.  I  just  stood 
there  like  that  for  about  a  minute,  then  I  went  back  to  bed  and  left  my  dad  sitting 
on  the  toilet,  crying." 

Charlie  didn't  move.  He  did  not  react.  He  just  listened.  The  boy  paused 
breathing  heavily,  in  and  out,  to  hold  back  the  sobs.  He  couldn't  do  it  though.  His 
body  shook  with  the  act  of  crying.  The  boy's  wails  were  inconsistent  as  he  tried  to 
2q       control  them;  periodically  his  body  jerked  and  his  cries  sounded.  Heavy  breathing 
could  only  control  the  act  for  a  moment. 

Charlie  stood  up  from  his  chair,  stood  at  the  boy's  side  and  placed  his 
hand  on  the  young  Charlie's  shoulder.  The  boy  tried  to  speak,  "A. . .  A. . .  A  boy 
shouldn't  have  t. . .  t. . .  to  see  his  father  crying  on  a  toilet  in  the  ba. . .  bathroom. 
Aboy  sh. . .  shouldn't  have  to  call  his  mother  t. . .  to  tell  her  what's  right  and. . . 
what's  wrong!" 

Charlie  spoke  softly,  "Don't  blame  your  father,  Charlie.  Don't  blame 
him.  In  fact,  don't  even  blame  your  mother.  There  is  more  at  stake  here  than  just 
your  father  and  your  mother.  There  is  more  than  just  what  is  right  and  what  is 
wrong." 
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Charlie  stood  as  far  behind  the  boy  as  he  could  without  taking  his 
hand  away  from  his  shoulder.  He  hated  the  words  he  had  just  spoken  but 
didn't  know  what  else  to  say.  Charlie  stared  at  the  wall  and  his  mouth  began 
to  tense  again.  He  raised  his  hand  to  cover  it,  but  the  emotion  spread  to  his 
eyes.  They  were  dark  and  glassy  in  that  room  of  emotionless  fluorescent 
lightbulbs. 

The  boy  began  to  calm  down  and  breathed  normally.  Charlie  sat  back 
down  with  his  eyes  closed  and  his  head  down.  Other  than  the  boy  breathing, 
the  room  was  silent.  Finally,  Charlie  looked  up.  He  leaned  over  to  the  young 
man  and  whispered  something  in  his  ear.  Charlie  then  got  up  and  walked  out 
of  the  room.  The  boy's  mouth  was  partially  opened,  and  he  sat  wide-eyed  as 
he  watched  his  companion  exit. 

Charlie  was  on  his  way  down  the  hall,  with  the  rest  of  the  school, 
ready  to  go  home.  He  reached  the  parking  lot,  got  into  his  car,  had  trouble 
starting  his  car,  finally  started  his  car,  and  headed  home. 

He  opened  the  door  to  his  apartment  and  heard  the  familiar  sound  of 
silence.  Charlie  threw  his  keys  and  his  bag  onto  the  kitchen  counter  and  sat 
down  in  the  same  spot  of  the  couch  as  the  night  before.  The  empty  glass  of 
Alka-Seltzer  still  rested  on  top  of  The  Poems  of  Edwin  Arlington  Robinson. 
He  thought  about  old  Miniver  Cheevy,  just  thinking  and  drinking.  Charlie 
did  a  lot  of  thinking  but  didn't  have  the  guts  to  do  the  drinking.  Charlie  £ 

admired  Cheevy  for  it.  > 

Charlie  was  on  the  edge  of  the  couch,  his  elbows  on  his  knees,  sup- 
porting  his  frame  and  his  hands  clasped.  He  smiled  at  the  picture  of  his  five-  5 

year-old  son  and  his  three-year-old  daughter.  The  two  of  them  were  sitting  ^  i 

on  swings,  side  by  side,  waiting  for  a  push  from  their  father  or  mother.  But 
their  parents  made  their  children  wait  until  they  had  a  lovely  picture  of  their 
children  at  the  park  to  show.  One  parent  said  "Cheeeeese"  and  made  a  goofy 
face  while  the  other  took  the  picture. 

Charlie  decided  to  take  a  nap. 

The  living  room  of  the  apartment  was  shaken  by  a  jolt  of  a  body  and 
the  spasmodic  inhaling  and  exhaling  of  Charlie.  He  sat  straight  up,  shaking 
his  head  in  recognition  of  the  recurring  dream.  He  caught  his  breath  and  de- 
cided to  get  a  drink.  As  he  did,  he  tripped  on  the  coffee  table.  He  fell  clumsily 
just  in  time  to  land  on  the  picture  which  had  fallen  too. 
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Only  the  frame  was  broken  but  Charlie  was  frustrated  anyway.  He 
decided  he  was  no  longer  thirsty  and  opted  for  lying  on  the  floor.  As  Charlie 
lay  there,  he  decided  what  he  was  going  to  do  with  his  evening. 

Charlie  attempted  to  go  to  the  kitchen  again.  This  time  he  succeeded 
without  banging  his  shins  on  anything.  With  one  hand  he  reached  over  the 
counter  for  his  bag,  and  with  the  other  he  searched  through  its  contents. 
Charlie  pulled  out  his  cell  phone  and  dialed  a  number.  He  hesitated  before  he 
pushed  send,  but  did  it  nonetheless. 

"Hey,  Catherine,  I. . ."  The  person  on  the  other  line  picked  up  the 
phone  but  was  still  continuing  another  conversation.  Charlie  looked  at  the 
floor  and  rubbed  his  forehead  with  his  thumb  and  his  index  finger.  Finally  a 
"hello"  gave  him  permission  to  speak. 

"Hey,  Catherine,  I  know  that  it  isn't  the  weekend  but  I  was  wonder- 
ing if  I  could  see  Alix  and  Caty  tonight . . .  What?  . . .  Why  not?  ...  I  don't 
care  what  Joel  is  doing  with  them ...  I  don't  care  that  he  does  that  with  them 
every  week ...  I  moved  here  because  I  wanted  to ...  I  know,  I  know,  but . . . 
Fine  . . .  Okay . . .  Okay . . .  I'll  see  you  Friday  when  I  pick  them  up. . .  Bye." 

The  phone  swung  from  his  ear  down  to  his  side.  His  head  reared  back 
and  he  released  a  yell  of  frustration  and  punched  the  door  to  his  bedroom. 
The  door  didn't  break,  but  it  did  swing  open  into  his  room.  He  sat  down, 
not  on  the  couch,  not  on  a  chair,  just  on  his  hamstrings.  Charlie  had  his 
head  down;  he  crossed  his  fingers  behind  his  neck  and  reminded  himself  to 
breathe.  Restlessness. 

That  was  all  that  Charlie  felt  and  it  seemed  to  bloat  him  as  if  he  were 
22       g°mg t0  explode  unless  appeased.  Charlie  calmed  down  but  needed  to  leave 
the  prison  he  had  made  for  himself.  He  grabbed  his  keys  and  walked  out  the 
door,  forgetting  his  phone  and  his  coat.  He  didn't  care. 

Charlie  stopped  at  a  Weigel's  to  get  some  gas.  As  he  was  pumping  at 
the  prepay  gas  pump,  he  heard  someone  calling  him. 

"Charlie,"  said  a  voice  from  behind.  Charlie  looked  and  saw  a  man 
that  went  to  his  church  whom  he  hadn't  seen  for  a  few  months.  The  man 
repeated,  "Charlie,  how  are  you  doing,  my  friend?" 

Charlie?  The  way  the  man  said  his  name  bothered  him.  Charlie 
hadn't  heard  his  nickname  in  a  long  time,  and  now  this  man  had  ruined  its 
meaning  with  unfamiliarity.  He  said  "Charlie"  as  if  he  had  polished  it  before- 
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hand,  but  he  was  a  stranger. 

"Hey,  man,"  Charlie  replied.  He  couldn't  remember  the  man's  name 
and  didn't  care  too  much  to  find  out. 

"We've  missed  you  down  at  First  Baptist." 

"Oh,  well,  I've  been  pretty  busy  lately,"  said  Charlie 

The  church  man  continued,  "Well,  Charlie,  we'd  love  to  see  you  this 
Sunday  or  even  Wednesday  night.  The  church  is  having  a  meal  for  the  mem- 
bers to  fellowship.  It's  gonna  be  a  great  time  to  just  get  together  in  the  Name 
of  the  Lord." 

Charlie  wanted  desperately  to  mock  the  man.  He  wanted  tell  him  that 
he  hated  hearing  the  church  men  say  church  words  like  "fellowship"  and  "in 
the  Name  of  the  Lord. "  He  wanted  him  to  know  that  he  had  left  the  church. 
He  wanted  to  be  angry;  he  wanted  God  to  know  how  he  really  felt,  but  Char- 
he  didn't  do  any  of  that.  He  smiled  with  his  mouth  only  and  said,  "I'll  try  and 
come  by  this  Sunday." 

The  two  men  exchanged  a  farewell  and  went  their  ways.  Charlie  got 
into  his  car  and  pounded  the  steering  wheel  with  the  palms  of  his  hands.  He 
was  disappointed  with  himself  for  not  heading  his  passion.  This  excited  his 
restlessness  more.  He  pulled  out  a  map  and  traced  a  route  east  from  Hwy  64, 
to  1-40,  all  the  way  to  the  Atlantic.  Charlie  folded  the  map  and  placed  it  in 
the  passenger  seat.  He  started  his  car  and  pulled  onto  the  road.  Shortly  after,         | 
Charlie  made  a  left  onto  a  county  road.  He  decided  to  take  the  back  roads  to  > 

64 .  They  were  quieter  and  he  enjoyed  their  sway  and  scenery. 

Charlie  had  eight  hours  to  drive  and  to  think.  He  thought  about  old  Jj 

Cheevy  thinking  and  drinking  and  decided  this  trip  was  his  equivalent.  He  ^3 

thought  about  the  boy  who  decided  to  talk  to  him.  He  hoped  that  he  had 
helped  in  some  way.  Charlie  thought  about  the  mundane  lives  of  Janis  and 
Mildred  and  their  likely  friend  the  church  man.  He  thought  of  the  unrespon- 
sive class  that  Frank  let  him  teach.  Is  life  truly  as  unromantic  as  that  class- 
room, as  Janis  and  Mildred,  as  old  Cheevy? 

The  eight  hours  were  not  long;  they  were  medicinal.  Charlie  relaxed 
and  enjoyed  the  dark  interstate.  The  night  grew  and  Charlie  stopped  periodi- 
cally at  gas  stations  for  Cokes  and  Pringles.  Just  before  dawn  when  the  air 
smelled  new,  Charlie  stopped  at  a  Huddle  House  for  some  breakfast.  As  he 
exited  his  car,  he  noticed  the  air.  It  was  a  new  state  and  a  new  day  and  there 


> 

CD 

CD 

CD 


24 


Bruce  Billings 

was  an  essence  of  salt  that  entered  his  nostrils  with  every  breath. 

Charlie  reached  the  beach  at  sunrise.  He  was  lucky  enough  to  stum- 
ble upon  an  unpopulated  part  of  the  shore,  half  of  it  rocky  and  the  other  half 
sand.  His  silhouette  hopped  from  rock  to  rock  over  to  the  sandy  part.  Beach 
grass  grew  up  from  the  cracks  and  leaned  west.  Charlie  had  taken  his  shoes 
off  at  his  car  and  rolled  his  khakis  halfway  up  his  shins.  His  white  sleeves  were 
rolled  as  well  and  his  burgundy  tie  was  still  loose  from  the  morning  before. 
Charlie  enjoyed  the  feeling  of  his  bare  feet. 

When  he  made  it  to  the  edge  of  the  rocks,  he  made  a  final  jump  to  the 
beach.  He  slowed  his  pace  to  savor  the  sand  and  walked  down  to  the  water's 
edge.  The  sun  was  almost  halfway  up  the  horizon  and  Charlie  noticed  the 
special  light  it  cast  for  only  those  awake  early  enough  to  notice. 

It  was  the  first  time  Charlie  had  ever  seen  the  ocean.  He  took  his  tie 
off  along  with  his  shirt  and  walked  close  enough  for  the  waves  to  touch  his 
feet.  He  continued  toward  the  sea  until  he  was  waist  deep.  He  was  a  speck  in 
the  vast  waters  that  encompassed  the  world.  Charlie  wanted  the  sea  though 
and  dove  in. 

Relief. 


Kyndall  Blake 

Crop  Rows,  Steel  Mills,  and  a  Passport 

"The  American  Dream  is  that  dream  of  a  land  in  which  life  should  be 
better  and  richer  and  fuller  for  every  man,  with  oppormnity  for  each  accord- 
ing to  ability  or  achievement."  James  Truslow  Adams,  an  American  historian, 
penned  not  only  these  words  but  the  philosophy  of  a  nation  and  imagined 
into  existence  the  sweeping  hope  of  the  American  people.  The  prerogative  of 
pleasure,  the  right  to  more  than  sheer  survival,  is  written  into  the  framework 
of  the  United  States  government.  The  "pursuit  of  happiness, "  an  unalien- 
able-undeniable,  intrinsic— right,  is  a  political  institution  and  central  to  the 
very  foundation  of  American  history,  equal  to  the  right  of  free  speech  and  the 
right  to  vote.  Adams  understood  this  and  put  a  name  to  the  already  exist- 
ing romantic  idea  of  the  American  Dream.  The  exercising  of  the  American 
Dream  has  looked  as  different  as  the  East  is  from  the  West,  as  New  York  is 
from  California.  It  has  changed  with  decades  and  with  generations;  the  im- 
ages of  attainment  of  that  dream  have  evolved. 

*  *  * 

I'm  driving.  It's  the  beginning  of  September-Labor  Day  weekend, 
or  the  start  of  football  season— and  instead  of  faithfully  watching  the  game, 
I'm  driving  north;  Tennessee  doesn't  have  a  good  team  this  year  anyway.  I'm         .£ 
heading  to  Pennsylvania  to  visit  a  friend.  This  is  one  of  few  weekends  free  of  * 

plans,  and  because  I'm  still  not  ready  to  begin  studying  and  researching,  I  Jj 

have  postponed  the  official  transition  to  school  mode  until  later-one  more  ~* 

weekend  of  summer  won't  hurt.  25 

Cutting  through  the  bright  green  hills  of  Virginia  and  then  West 
Virginia,  I  pass  the  farmlands  of  Appalachia.  Old  silos  break  the  monotony 
of  the  tree  line;  barns  perch  atop  the  hills  like  crowns;  horses  and  cattle  chew 
the  grass  at  the  barbed  wire  fences  that  run  alongside  the  highway;  and  small 
houses  humbly  rest  in  the  corners  of  the  claims,  sun  eying  the  whole  enter- 
prise. It's  antique,  idealistic  and  historic— this  scene  that  I  drive  past.  Prog- 
ress has  yet  to  tame  it;  change  has  yet  to  grip  its  unyielding  claws.  Not  quite 
stuck,  but  stubborn— resilient.  It  speaks  of  older  days,  simpler  wishes,  and  a 
different  mindset. 
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Rows  of  crops  stretching  across  acres,  livestock  roaming  under  big 
sky,  and  houses  containing  a  fireplace,  a  wood  stove,  and  a  meal  on  the  table 
characterized  the  apex  of  the  American  Dream  in  early  United  States  history. 
The  frontier,  wide  open  space  yet  to  be  claimed,  was  wildly  sought  after  by 
hopeful  dreamers  searching  for  a  plot  to  build  their  livelihood.  Their  aspira- 
tions proved  to  be  visionary;  landowners  became  the  wealthy  population  in 
the  seventeen  and  eighteen  hundreds.  Twelve  of  those  who  composed  the 
Declaration  of  Independence,  the  advocates  of  "the  pursuit  of  happiness," 
were  landowners.  The  image  of  farmland  and  the  occupation  that  accompa- 
nies it  is  central  to  what  was  then  considered  the  goal  of  young  America. 

Farming  was  one  of  the  most  common  occupations— a  way  of  life— in 
colonial  America  and  after.  Many  farmers  successfully  managed  their  agricul- 
tural endeavors.  The  farmers  of  Pennsylvania,  New  Jersey,  New  York,  and 
Delaware  realized  their  potential  as  they  became  known  as  the  Breadbasket 
Colonies;  the  production  of  grain  exceeded  expectation.  In  the  South,  plan- 
tation owners  dominated  the  aristocracy.  Tobacco  and  cotton,  staples  of  the 
Southern  crop,  spread  across  miles  of  farmland;  the  fluff  of  cotton  mirrored 
the  clouds  of  heaven  and  Dixie  reaped  its  wealth.  However,  the  undertak- 
ing did  not  provide  excess  for  all.  New  England  farmers  lacked  the  success 
v       of  their  Southern  counterparts .  The  rock-infested  earth  and  the  inclement 
£       weather  of  the  Northeast  allowed  for  little  profit;  food  on  the  table  and  a  bed 
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JJ       to  sleep  in  satisfied  these  laborers . 

Regardless  of  region,  regardless  of  income,  the  traditional  image 

26       of  farming  and  landownership  speaks  to  an  aspect  of  the  American  Dream 
not  quite  as  celebrated  today.  This  living  and  dying  by  the  land  called  for 
work,  sometimes  grueling  and  unrewarding.  Hard  work  was  a  given;  there 
was  no  avoiding  it.  They  worked  with  less  ease  than  that  which  is  afforded  to 
the  technology-altered  present,  and  it's  this  general  physicality  in  labor  that 
separates  the  now  from  the  then.  The  achievement  of  their  goal  was  directly 
proportional  to  how  much  they  invested  their  body,  their  hands.  While  some 
still  understand  calloused  palms  and  tight  muscles,  the  thrust  of  the  Ameri- 
can economy,  corporate  America,  thrives  a  little  more  comfortably,  although 
some  do  have  carpal  tunnel. 
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Thomas  Jefferson  once  wrote  in  a  letter  to  a  colleague,  "Cultivators 
of  the  earth  are  the  most  valuable  citizens.  They  are  the  most  vigorous,  the 
most  independent,  the  most  virtuous,  and  they  are  tied  to  their  country  and 
wedded  to  its  liberty  and  interests  by  the  most  lasting  bands. "  There's  some- 
thing intrinsically  significant  about  the  rustic  image  of  an  American  farm  and 
those  who  worked  it.  It  creates  a  dependent  relationship  between  person  and 
home,  thus  yielding  a  greater  investment.  The  individuals  living  in  America's 
adolescence  had  a  greater  connection,  a  greater  devotion,  to  their  country, 
and  the  pursuit  of  the  American  Dream  was  just  that,  a  pursuit  of  the  home- 
land. Hence  the  reason  why  an  old  red  barn  on  a  hilltop  in  West  Virginia 
makes  me  feel  like  it's  not  just  four  walls  wrapped  around  hay,  manure,  and  a 

dairy  cow;  it's  a  creed. 

*  *  * 

I  pass  the  Pennsylvania  line.  With  the  farmlands  of  the  Virginias 
miles  behind,  I  enter  a  state  that  points  to  yet  another  idealistic  image  of 
American  life.  Known  not  only  for  its  grain-producing  earth,  but  also  for  its 
urbanity,  Pennsylvania  too  champions  the  vision  of  the  American  Dream. 
Benjamin  Franklin,  the  embodiment  of  this  dream,  called  Pennsylvania 
home,  along  with  eight  other  signers  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence. 

The  numbers  on  the  mile  markers  keep  climbing  and,  in  the  same 
spirit  of  those  who  began  a  revolution,  I  keep  driving,  pursuing  excitement  | 

and  adventure  or,  perhaps,  simply  an  excuse  to  avoid  the  unread  textbook  > 

pages  spread  across  my  bed  at  home—not  quite  as  lofty  a  quest,  but  a  quest  0 

for  freedom  nevertheless.  I'm  no  longer  keeping  up  with  the  mile  markers,  3 

but  the  interstate  signs  and  the  automated  voice  on  my  GPS  tell  me  to  exit:  27 

Pittsburgh.  The  Pittsburgh  skyline  with  its  tall  office  buildings,  bridge  out- 
lines, and  athletic  stadiums  bursts  into  view  and  replaces  the  empty  expanse 
of  sky  that  has  depicted  the  last  gas  tank. 

Pittsburgh,  although  lit  up  and  animate  on  a  Saturday  night,  is  not 
quite  the  city  it  used  to  be.  Pittsburgh  has  outlived  its  golden  years,  which 
came  during  the  booming  time  period  of  the  mid  1 800's  and  the  early 
1900's.  Since  then,  it  has  slowly  been  dying;  financially  wanting  and  indus- 
trially lacking,  it's  now  kept  alive  by  the  Steelers,  the  Pirates,  and  the  memory 
of  its  past. 
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Andrew  Carnegie,  a  Scottish  immigrant,  travelled  across  the  Atlantic 
with  his  parents  in  1 848  in  order  to  do  that  which  wasn't  likely,  or  probable, 
or  even  capable  of  being  hoped  for  in  his  original  circumstance.  Desiring 
something  better,  something  more,  they  left  Scotland  chasing  the  dream  that 
lived  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic.  Once  settled  in  Pennsylvania,  young 
Carnegie  began  working  in  a  cotton  mill;  he  put  in  seventy-two  hours  a  week 
and  made  $  1 .20,  less  than  two  cents  an  hour.  He  continued  working  and 
studying,  and  after  a  series  of  connections,  investments,  and  providential 
opportunities,  Carnegie  became  the  stuff  of  history  books.  His  steel  indus- 
try, Carnegie  Steel  Company,  found  a  home  in  Pittsburgh  where  production 
surged;  its  contribution  assisted  in  trumping  the  production  of  the  United 
Kingdom.  So  much  from  a  Scottish  boy  who  started  out  making  one  cent  an 
hour. 

In  1901,  Carnegie  sold  his  company  to  U.S.  Steel,  becoming  the 
first  company  to  capitalize  more  than  $  1  billion,  and  soon  after  this  transac- 
tion, he  retired.  Rather  than  hoarding  the  money,  or  spending  it  ridiculously, 
Carnegie  made  more  investments:  libraries,  scientific  research,  higher  edu- 
cation. He  gave  a  great  portion  of  his  wealth  away,  believing  that  "the  man 
who  dies  thus  rich  dies  disgraced." 

Andrew  Carnegie,  the  pioneer  of  Pittsburgh,  died  in  1 9 1 9.  He  is  still 
considered  one  of  the  wealthiest  individuals  in  American  history.  But  un- 
like his  robber  baron  counterparts,  Carnegie  understood  that  the  American 
Dream  was  more  than  his  annual  capita.  He  said,  "Money  can  only  be  the 
useful  drudge  of  things  immeasurably  higher  than  itself. .  .My  aspirations  take 
2g       a  higher  flight.  Mine  be  to  have  contributed  to  the  enlightenment  and  the  joys 
of  the  mind,  to  the  things  of  the  spirit,  to  all  that  tends  to  bring  into  the  lives 
of  the  toilers  of  Pittsburgh  sweetness  and  light.  I  hold  this  the  noblest  pos- 
sible use  of  wealth." 

Andrew  Carnegie  left  an  enduring  mark  on  American  culture.  The 
industry,  the  libraries,  and  the  educational  institutions  that  bear  his  name 
are  a  testament  to  his  appreciation  of  what  life  in  America  had  afforded  him. 
His  contributions  made  way  for  other  American  dreamers  to  construct  their 
ideal.  And  that  ideal  had  evolved.  Because  industry  and  production  were  now 
concentrated  in  the  city,  the  image  of  the  American  working  class,  the  Ameri- 
can home,  the  American  Dream,  changed.  The  transfer  from  the  rural  to  the 
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urban  took  place  and  city  living  became  the  new  archetype.  The  industrial- 
ization of  the  United  States  altered  the  general  goal  of  the  public.  However, 
the  American  Dream  is  not  stagnant  or  specific.  It  is  multiple  and  it  adjusts 
with  each  generation;  it  tailors  to  different  circumstances,  thus  becoming  a 
variety  of  conceptions.  As  the  center  of  so  much  growth  and  development, 
Pittsburgh  and  what  it  represents  is  just  one  of  those  conceptions.  The  home 
of  Carnegie's  venture  is  not  just  a  "once  upon  a  time"  city,  surviving  only  on 

the  smokestack  fumes  of  past  progress;  it's  a  legacy. 

*  *  * 

After  a  night  in  what  seemed  like  a  slightly  questionable  part  of 
downtown,  a  failed  attempt  at  breakfast  on  the  Strip  (apparently,  you  have 
to  wake  up  early  to  eat  in  the  Burgh) ,  and  an  afternoon  spent  briefly  with 
friends,  I'm  driving  again.  Driving  to  Pennsylvania  for  a  weekend  wasn't 
the  most  brilliant  idea  I've  ever  had  if  spending  more  time  outside  of  the  car 
rather  than  inside  was  my  intention.  I  stepped  out  into  a  new  city  for  what 
seemed  like  a  moment,  only  to  rush  a  quick  goodbye  as  I  once  again  found 
myself  on  the  interstate.  No,  not  the  best  idea.  However,  in  my  defense,  I 
haven't  transitioned  to  school  mode  yet,  and  therefore,  rational  thinking  is 
suspended  at  least  one  more  weekend.  Maybe  two. 

Lake  Erie's  on  my  left  and  New  York  is  sliding  under  my  tires  at 
seventy-five  miles  an  hour.  To  my  distant  right,  about  380  miles  southeast, 
is  Ellis  Island,  yet  another  image  of  the  Dream,  of  potential  hope  in  a  new 
country,  one  that  offers  possibility.  During  the  first  half  of  the  20th  century, 
twelve  million  immigrants  entered  the  United  States  at  Ellis  Island.  With 
luggage  in  hand,  expectant  strangers  stepped  off  the  soggy  vessel  from  which       29 
they  came  and  onto  their  Canaan,  their  promise  land.  The  smells  of  the  New 
York  harbor  along  with  the  torch-bearing  giant  in  the  foggy  distance  greeted 
the  new  arrivals.  Home  sweet  home. 

And  I  keep  driving.  A  few  more  hours  pass,  the  needle  on  my  gas 
gauge  sinks  to  half  a  tank,  and  Buffalo,  New  York,  becomes  the  picture  of 
my  windshield.  Buffalo  is  a  little  louder  than  Pittsburgh,  but  then  again,  I 
only  saw  Pittsburgh  in  the  morning  and  Niagara  Falls  wasn't  spilling  into  the 
downtown  area.  I  am  one  of  the  annual  twenty-eight  million  visitors  to  the 
falls,  and  it  feels  like  all  of  them  decided  to  show  up  at  this  moment.  People 
crowd  into  the  visitor  center,  grabbing  at  maps  and  standing  in  line  for  the 
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bathroom.  Outside,  they  lean  over  the  edge  of  Prospect  Point  to  get  a  bet- 
ter glimpse  of  the  falls  because  hearing  four  million  cubic  feet  of  water  crash 
isn't  enough.  It's  dark,  but  beams  of  red,  green,  and  blue  light  shine  from  the 
opposite  side,  illuminating  the  falls.  There's  a  constant  mist  sprinkling  my 
face  as  I  walk  the  American  sidewalk.  The  international  border  is  less  than  a 
mile  away. 

The  American  Dream  looks  different  from  generation  to  generation; 
the  images  change,  just  like  the  American  people.  I'm  not  sure  if  you  can  call 
the  pursuit  of  today  the  pursuit  of  the  same  dream.  I'm  not  sure  if  people  are 
satisfied  as  easily.  Americans  feel  entitled  to  excess.  Why?  I'm  not  sure  of 
that  either.  Perhaps,  it's  a  perversion  of  the  original  intention;  the  pursuit  of 
happiness  has  become  the  pursuit  of  surplus. 

I  don't  think  that  my  generation  is  looking  toward  the  traditional  idea 
of  the  American  Dream.  Between  economic  downfall,  distrust  of  the  govern- 
ment, the  constant  push  for  globalization,  and  utter  laziness,  the  American 
Dream  has  taken  on  a  different  meaning,  a  different  image,  and  perhaps  for 
some,  a  different  connotation  all  together.  The  modern  political  arena  vies 
for  annihilation  of  capitalism  which,  ironically,  is  at  the  very  center  of  the 
American  Dream.  The  CEO,  the  small  business  owner,  and  the  kid  down 
the  street  selling  lemonade  rely  on  the  ability  endowed  by  the  Constitution 
to  pursue  their  own  measure  of  success.  However,  many  are  calling  for  an 
overhaul  of  independence  in  the  name  of  social  justice  and  universal  assimila- 
tion. While  the  attempt  to  engage  in  peaceful  relations  and  global  activism  is 
3Q       a  noble  endeavor,  most  do  not  realize  that  the  United  States  is  slowly  los- 
ing that  which  makes  her  a  distinctive  nation.  Opportunity.  We  don't  quite 
understand  the  privilege. 

Yet  there's  something  else  that  has  changed  the  American  Dream.  The 
accessibility  of  the  world  has  expanded  the  horizons  of  possibility.  The  Dream  is 
no  longer  confined  to  the  borders;  the  planet  is  within  reach.  I  don't  have  to  fit 
my  plan  into  the  mold  of  another  era's  image  because  the  nature  of  the  Dream  is 
evolutionary.  The  conception  in  my  mind  doesn't  look  like  rows  of  cotton  or  a 
furnished  office  in  a  major  city.  Fueled  by  the  images  and  the  perspective  of  old 
but  desiring  something  different,  my  idea  is  a  little  more  expansive  and  goes  a 
little  further  than  the  white  picket  fence  lining  my  front  yard. 
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Regardless  of  whether  it's  pursued  here  or  abroad,  the  American 
Dream  is  foundational  to  the  way  in  which  I  live  my  life.  It  embeds  itself  into 
my  mindset  and  whether  consciously  or  not,  I  operate  in  the  hope  of  some- 
thing more-not  overabundance,  just  something  else.  As  realized  by  the 
founding  fathers,  the  achievement  of  success  is  only  a  small  portion  of  the 
American  Dream,  and  certainly  not  what  it's  solely  about.  Attainment  is  mea- 
sured in  experiences.  Carnegie  recognized  this,  and  supplied  others  with  the 
means  to  surmount  status  quo  expectations.  I  aspire  to  experiences,  to  aims 
more  weighty  than  the  coins  in  my  pocket.  I  carry  with  me  the  birthright,  the 
heritage  of  a  nation,  and  I  can't  separate  myself  from  that. 

*  *  * 

My  passport  is  in  my  hand.  It  states  my  name,  Kyndall  Blake,  my 
date  of  birth,  January  7, 1989,  and  my  nationality,  United  States  of  America. 
With  it  in  my  hand,  I  cross  the  border  into  Canada.  The  customs  officer 
hands  the  small,  blue  book  back  to  me  unstamped.  Customs  doesn't  leave 
a  mark  signifying  that  I've  left  the  country.  But  I  have.  I  venture  out.  I  forge 
for  myself  a  Dream  of  my  own.  I  slip  my  passport  in  my  pocket— a  reminder.  I 
need  it  to  leave.  And  I'll  need  it  come  back  home. 
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Lance  Buchanan 

The  Perfect  Crime 

FADE  IN: 

INT.  THERAPIST  ROOM 

We  see  a  serene  room  emanating  with  the  comfort  of  a 
Southern  home.  Tranquility.  Illuminated  by  the  sunlight 
streaming  in  the  windows,  the  warm  colored  walls  are 
peaceful.  We  hear  the  distant  sound  of  a  FEMALE  VOICE. 

A  comfortable  chair  sits  next  to  a  lamp.  It  embraces  DR. 
STEPHENSON,  a  therapist,  swallowing  her  lanky  figure.  A 
white  woman  with  glasses  and  wrinkles  around  her  eyes.  She 
shows  a  permanent  look  of  interest  on  her  face. 

She  sits  with  her  legs  crossed,  propping  up  a  thick  notepad. 
Writing.  Listening. 


Across  from  her  lies  FANNY  PLATH,  an  attractive  middle-aged 
woman  wearing  a  plain  white  shirt.  She  lies  on  a  worn  couch, 
5       staring  at  the  colorless  ceiling.  Her  hands  are  behind  her 
head  causing  her  flowing  blonde  hair  to  cover  her  arms  and 
hang  off  the  couch.  We  see  her  from  the  waist  up. 

The  distant  voice  suddenly  becomes  discernible. 

FANNY 
. .  .so  then  I  said  to  him,  "Now 
listen  here  honey,  I  ain't  gonna 
give  up  my  place  in  line  just  so 
you  can  go  tell  your  friends  about 
how  you  banged  this  hot  girl 
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waiting  in  line  for  an  XBOX.  I've 
been  waiting  since  last  night. " 

Fanny  chuckles  at  the  memory.  Dr.  Stephenson  jots  down 
notes. 

FANNY  (CONT'D) 
And  besides,  it  was  for  my  brother. 
I  wouldn't  have  left  that  line  if 
Jude  Law  himself  asked  me  to. 

Dr.  Stephenson  adjusts  her  glasses  and  glances  at  her  watch. 

DR.  STEPHENSON 
It  seems  like  you  really  like  to 
dwell  on  past  experiences  and 
memories.  Since  we  are  almost  out 
of  time,  I  want  to  conclude  this 
session  by  having  you  tell  me  your 
best  memory. 


> 

Dr.  Stephenson  brings  her  fingers  to  her  chin  and  prepares  £ 

to  listen.  Fanny  sighs  and  scrunches  her  eyebrows.  Thinking.  — 

33 
FANNY 
Ha!  That's  easy. 

Fanny  closes  her  eyes. 

FANNY 
One  time  in  Knoxville  I  did 
something  nobody  thought  I  could. . . 
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EXT.  DOWNTOWN  -  DAY 

We  are  taken  to  Fanny's  memory. 

The  street  swarms  with  people.  The  sound  of  honking  cars  mix 
in  with  murmur  of  the  city. 

A  slightly  younger  Fanny  looks  at  a  building  reading  "South 
Knoxville  Credit  Union."  She  sports  a  short  red  dress 
and  large  leather  purse.  She  flattens  out  the  wrinkles  in 
her  dress. 

With  an  air  of  confidence  she  strolls  up  to  the  revolving 
doors  of  the  bank,  moving  her  hips  as  she  walks.  Gorgeous. 

INT.  BANK  LOBBY -DAY 

As  Fanny  walks  through  the  spacious  lobby,  her  heels  echo 
%  on  the  marble  floor.  CLIP,  CLOP,  CLIP,  CLOP.  She  looks 
|       around  at  the  impressive  interior.  She  approaches  the  front 

counter. 


34       A  short  bank  teller  named  SOLOMON  interrupts  her  gawking.  In 
his  mid-twenties,  he  looks  like  a  want-to-be  Donald  Trump 
with  his  comb-over  and  offset  tie.  He  wears  an  expensive 
suit  and  a  name  pin  reading  "Solomon." 

SOLOMON 
Excuse  me,  Miss,  can  I  help  you? 

Solomon  looks  Fanny  up  and  down  with  wide  eyes  and  bites  his 
Up.  Fanny  snaps  out  of  it. 
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FANNY 
Oh,  I'm  sorry.  It  is  just  so  pretty 
in  here.  You  must  just  love  your 
job...  Solomon. 

Fanny  leans  forward,  resting  against  the  counter.  Solomon's 
eyes  move  from  her  face  to  her  chest. 

SOLOMON 
Well,  it's  all  right.  Some  days  are 
better  than  others. 


Solomon  smiles  wryly. 

FANNY 
Well,  I  need  to  withdraw  something. 
Can  you  do  that  for  me? 

SOLOMON 
Anything  you  want,  Miss.  Just  write 
the  amount  you  want  and  your  ^ 

number.  Account  number  that  is .  > 

a: 

Solomon  hands  her  a  piece  of  paper.  Fanny  leans  over  to  ii 

write .  Solomon  looks  down  her  shirt.  Fanny  finishes  and  o  c 

slides  the  paper  to  Solomon. 

Solomon  looks  down  to  read  the  slip  of  paper.  It  says, 
"All  of  it."  Solomon  laughs  and  looks  up. 

SOLOMON 
Tell  me  about  it... 


His  face  changes  to  one  of  confusion  and  fear.  The  blood 
drains  from  his  face.  Fanny  holds  a  small  gun  toward 
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Solomon.  It  remains  partially  concealed  by  her  large  purse. 

FANNY 
Enjoy  the  show? 

SOLOMON 
Wha. .  .what?  I  do-don't  understand. 

FANNY 
Listen,  honey,  Fm  gonna  need  you  to 
empty  that  cash  register  you've  got 
back  there.  You  look  like  a  smart 
boy.  Don't  be  stupid.  Just  do  what 
I  want. 

Solomon  doesn't  move.  Frozen  with  fear.  Fanny  sighs. 

FANNY  (CONT'D) 
Do  you  have  any  siblings? 

|       Solomon  nods— yes. 

> 
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FANNY  (CONT'D) 
I  have  a  brother  and  he  has  always 
told  me  that  I'll  never  amount  to 
anything.  Says  I'll  be  serving  food 
'till  the  day  I  die.  Well,  I'm  here 
to  prove  him  wrong.  Now  if  you 
would  kindly  give  me  my  money,  I 
will  let  you  get  back  to  staring 
down  women's  shirts. 

Solomon  thinks.  Slowly  he  reaches  down  and  opens  the 
register.  His  hands  shake.  He  slides  over  the  stack  of 
hundreds.  Fanny  shoves  the  cash  and  the  gun  in  her  purse  and 
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stands  up  straight. 

FANNY  (CONT'D) 
Thank  you,  Solomon.  You  truly  are  a 
Southern  gent.  And  they  say 
chivalry  is  dead.  Now  as  long  as  we 
keep  this  our  little  secret,  I'll 
make  it  worth  your  while.  See  ya 
around,  honey. 

Fanny  turns  and  strolls  toward  the  door.  Solomon  stares 
after  her.  Shocked.  He  looks  around.  Nobody  has  noticed.  He 
gulps. 


INT.  THERAPIST  ROOM 

Fanny  opens  her  eyes. 

FANNY 
And  I  just  walked  out  of  that  bank  £ 

with  all  that  money.  Except  for  > 

Solomon,  nobody  was  the  wiser 
either.  Proudest  moment  of  my  life.  Jj 

37 
Dr.  Stephenson  has  stopped  taking  notes.  She  gives  Fanny  a 

puzzled  look. 

DR.  STEPHENSON 
Huh. 

(pause) 
Well,  that  seems  like  a  good  place 
to  pick  up  next  week.  I  will  see 
youthen. 


> 

a: 

CD 


38 


Lance  Buchanan 

Fanny  stands  up.  We  see  her  from  the  waist  down  for  the 
first  time.  She  has  on  orange  pants. 

FANNY 
Thanks,  Dr.  Stephenson.  I  really 
think  this  helped. 

Dr.  Stephenson  nods.  Fanny  walks  to  the  door  and  opens  it. 
She  steps  into  the  windowless  hallway  with  concrete  walls. 

An  OFFICER  stands  nearby  and  looks  at  her.  He  motions  for 
her  to  start  walking  down  the  hallway.  Fanny  shuffles  down 
the  hallway.  The  officer  follows. 

At  the  end  of  the  hallway  they  turn  left  to  reveal  a  sign  on 
the  wall.  It  reads  "Cells  0-55,"  and  has  an  arrow  pointing 
left. 

We  hear  the  sound  of  a  jail  cell  door  closing  and  locking. 
CLANG. 

FADE  OUT 


Dan  Buck 


Painful  Foliage 


The  skies  are  greyer  now  and  greens  are  fading  fast. 

It's  coming  again. 

Change. 

I've  not  yet  met  a  morphosis  that  came  without  a  price. 

My  soul  account  is  still  in  the  red, 

indebted  by  past  moves  from  here  to  there. 

But  I'd  pay  again. 

When  my  pride  and  delusions  are  being  plucked  leaf-by-leaf 

Leaving  me  exposed,  nude 

And  shivering  in  the  whipping  winter  winds, 

I  can't  hide  a  secret  delight  at  the  sight  of  leaves  lying  at  my  feet. 

Lies  and  cheap  adornments  in  a  colorful  pile  at  my  roots, 

As  I  reach  for  the  heavens  with  open  arms. 

So,  each  Autumn,  I  hear  them  with  wiser  eyes.  ^ 

Foliage  is  not  yellows  and  reds,  •£ 

But  screams  and  sobs,  c* 

Glorious  and  melodious  moans  of  change  gone  horribly  right.  <u 
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Neil  Cooney 

Sunday  School 

Dad's  boy  covers  his  ears 

with  a  snapping  motion  and  a  slapping  sound, 

fortified  against  each  flatulent  syllable 

from  fat  Mrs.  Ma'am's  mouth. 

Words  he  means  not  to  understand,  he  understands. 

He  hopes  she'll  think  his  angry  fits  are  dirty  underwear- 

not  hip  shots  at  the  monologue 

Dad  wants  his  boy  to  hear. 

He  cries  loud  and  hard,  foul 

as  the  sulfur  smell  in  the  upholstered 

time-out  chair  where,  two  Sundays  ago, 

Pastor's  little  girl  refused  to  listen  too 

and  cried  so  hard  she 

vomited  scrambled  eggs  and  ketchup. 


Danielle  Dederer 


Zoom 


This  should  be  an  easy  task,  as  easy  as  children's 
Velcro  shoes  or  secondhand  smoke  on  city  streets, 

but  as  I  glance  through  the  gathering  dusk,  Mother  donning 
velvet  green,  sisters  in  empire  line  white  lace  with  cherry  red 
patent  leather,  Father  warm  in  his  black  peacoat, 

distancing  becomes  difficult. 

I  cannot  zoom  out  from  Mother,  her  deceptive 

face.  Maybe  it  was  her  smile,  the  mystery 

beneath  her  jaw,  plunging  deep  into  her  stomach 

that  clung  to  my  skin.  Her  display  of  happiness  gripped 

me,  convinced  me  that  I  was  enough  to  keep  her.  We  were 

corresponding  pieces  of  Velcro,  lies  temporarily  holding 

us  together.  Her  deceiving  grace  was  addictive, 

the  smoking  cigarette  I  inhale ,  transforming  me .  ^ 

My  lungs  enticed  her:  be  my  cancer,  the  vile  disease  -2 

that  becomes  me .  Sc 

o 

_J 

From  my  post  I  observe  as  she  guides  our  family  

across  the  bridge ,  pointing  to  elaborate  displays  of  4  * 

Christmas  lights  and  geese  that  coast  overheard, 
but  she  is  not  happy.  I  focus  the  lens  toward 
the  group,  hoping  this  photo  will  expose 
her,  reveal  her  error  before  it  is  mine. 

As  I  rush  to  my  spot  between 
Sister  and  Father,  I  realize  that  I 
still  did  not  zoom  out. 
The  timer  clicks ,  a  time- 
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bomb,  and  the  shot 
fires.  When  I  examine  the 
photo,  all  I  see  is  the  blood 
red  lips  and  the  smoke 
grey  eyes  of  the 
miserable  charmer 
I  call  Mother, 
cancer, 
death. 


Lyndsey  Graves 

Lyndsey  Goes  to  Bangkok 

Day  1 5  —  A  visit  to  NaNa,  the  largest  red  light  district  of  Bangkok,  Thailand 
June  15,2010 

It  is  one  thing  to  hear  statistics  about  prostitution.  (The  vast  majority 
of  "consumers"  in  the  Asian  sex  trade  are  Western  males  over  the  age  of  30.) 
It  is  another  to  see  young  Thai  women  on  the  arms  of  men  who  could,  by  all 
appearances,  be  the  father  of  the  children  who  live  down  the  street  from  you. 
It  is  one  thing  to  hear  details  about  the  operation  of  the  sex  trade.  (Throngs 
of  women  crowd  the  sidewalks  offering  their  bodies  at  a  specific  price-no 
strings  attached. )  It  is  another  to  see  one  white  male  with  a  woman  on  each 
side  walking  up  the  stairs  to  a  hotel.  It  is  one  thing  to  see  a  picture  or  a  video 
telling  the  story  of  someone  affected  by  it.  It  is  another  to  color  a  picture 
with  a  child  who  is  begging  all  night  in  the  red  light  district  until  her  mother 
returns  from  working  the  bars. 

It  is  one  thing  to  think  and  talk  about  why  prostitution  is  wrong, 
morally  and  theologically.  (Sex  is  the  gift  of  oneself  entirely  to  another  per- 
son, meant  to  be  enjoyed  within  a  lifelong  commitment  to  truly  belong  to  the 
other.)  It  is  another  to  see  the  awkward,  joyless,  possessive  way  the  men  hold 
the  women's  hands  as  they  walk  down  the  sidewalks-  exactly  as  if  they  had  | 

procured  for  themselves  an  exceptional  steak  and  now  intended  to  cook  it.  It         > 
is  another  to  walk  past  literally  thousands  of  prostitutes  in  one  night  and  try 
to  count  the  ones  who  are  smiling — to  find  that  they  can  be  counted  on  one  fj 

hand.  It  is  another  to  notice  that  the  women  for  sale  always  look  at  the  ground       a  o 
as  they  walk  around. 

This  is  the  opposite  of  life  more  abundant.  This  is  life  almost  nonex- 
istent, and  this  place  is  crammed  full  of  people  still  grasping  for  the  shreds 
still  remaining,  all  the  while  contributing  to  the  scarcity.  This  is  life  nearly 
hopeless,  a  world  reduced  to  sex  and  money  and  pure  exploitation  unencum- 
bered by  pretenses  that  it  is  more.  Here,  "human"  means  nothing  more  than 
sex  toy  or  money  dispenser.  Here  I  watched  a  woman  grab  the  elbow  of  my 
male  friend  who  was  clearly,  deliberately  looking  away  from  her.  Here  I  saw 
girls  younger  than  myself  huddling  on  barstools,  trying  to  cover  their  ex- 
posed midriffs  with  their  crossed  arms.  Here  I  felt  the  "unbridled  lust"  (as  a 
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friend  put  it)  of  the  stares  of  men  in  the  Middle  Eastern  section  of  the  district. 
Here  we  were  kicked  off  the  corner  of  the  sidewalk  where  we  had  gathered 
with  7  or  8  street  children  to  color  pictures;  it  was  bad  for  business  at  the  bar 
next  door. 

Here  I  walked  blindly  through  the  street  as  tears  poured  down  my 
face,  blurring  my  vision,  and  the  only  words  I  could  think  were:  "You  are  not 
your  own.  You  were  bought  at  a  price."  The  value  of  the  life,  soul,  mind,  and 
body  of  every  person  in  Bangkok  has  already  been  determined.  God  chose 
to  forfeit  his  own  life  for  our  renewal.  And  in  the  face  of  that  fact  the  sheer 
meaninglessness  of  it  all  becomes  overwhelming. 

Day  15  (continued) 
June  16, 2010 

I  woke  up  thinking  about  the  children  we  played  with  last  night.  It 
was  a  Monday  night,  and  they  were  walking  up  and  down  the  sidewalk  with 
plastic  cups  from  7-11,  begging  for  change  outside  bars  and  clubs,  complete- 
ly engulfed  in  the  depravity  that  is  NaNa  at  midnight.  This  is  their  life  every 
day;  some  go  to  school,  but  others  don't  —  they  are  all  awake  until  2  or  3  AM 
each  night.  Beggars  of  all  ages  are  common  in  Bangkok,  and  it  is  surpris- 
ingly easy  to  learn  to  look  the  other  way  (especially  since  many  of  them  are 
£       "owned"  by  the  mafia  here) .  These  children  are  probably  used  to  dodging  the 
£       feet  of  adults  who  choose  not  to  see  them. 
J[  It  was  amazing,  though,  how  normal  they  were .  We  gave  them  a 

coloring  page ,  a  loving  hug,  a  plastic  cup  of  Jell-0 ,  and  a  bit  of  our  time ,  and 

44       I  was  in  awe  of  how  quickly  the  pain  and  hopelessness  surrounding  us  faded 
into  the  background  of  God's  glorious  light  shining  through  the  joy  in  the 
faces  of  these  children.  They  forgot  entirely  about  their  "jobs"  begging  as 
they  doodled  on  their  pages  or  listened  happily  to  our  Thai  friend  Fon  tell  the 
story  of  a  man  who  lived  for  three  days  inside  the  belly  of  a  whale.  They  loved 
the  Silly  Bandz  I  had  on  my  wrist  as  much  as  any  kid  collecting  them  in  the 
United  States,  and  their  smiles  and  laughs  were  completely  infectious.  Under 
a  streetlight  on  the  sidewalk,  it  was  possible  to  imagine  that  we  were  just  play- 
ing in  someone's  backyard,  until  I  looked  up  at  the  neon  naked  woman  across 
the  street. 
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Day  18 

June  18, 2010 

"You're  the  God  of  this  city 

You're  the  Lord  of  this  nation 

You're  the  King  of  these  people 

You  are. 

You're  the  light  in  this  darkness 

You're  the  hope  to  the  hopeless 

You're  the  peace  to  the  restless 

You  are. 

There  is  no  one  like  our  God; 

There  is  no  one  like  our  God 

Greater  things  have  yet  to  come 

And  greater  things  are  still  to  be  done  in  this  city" 

-Blue  Tree 

Four  days  later  I  can't  get  the  images  of  Monday  night  out  of  my 
head.  Everything  is  still  being  processed  through  the  lens  of  what  is  happen- 
ing a  few  miles  from  here.  I  have  never  been  in  a  place  more  dark  or  more 
hopeless. 

This  morning  our  internship  leader  told  us  the  story  behind  this 
song,  "God  of  This  City."  The  band  that  originally  wrote  the  song  actually 
wrote  it  in  a  bar,  in  the  other  red  light  district  of  Bangkok,  on  a  mission  trip  of 
their  own.  And  now  it  has  a  completely  new  meaning.  a  r 

It  is  a  song  we  sing  often  in  chapel,  in  Cleveland,  Tennessee,  and 
in  that  place  it  sometimes  seems  like  an  oversimplified,  almost  trite  song 
because  it  is  played  so  much.  If  any  place  could  be  described  as  belonging 
in  the  Bible  Belt,  it  is  Cleveland.  It  is  easy  to  proclaim  that  God  is  the  God  of 
that  city,  and  even  of  the  United  States,  where  Christianity  is  the  dominant 
religion  and  where  the  richest  of  the  world's  poor  live. 

In  Thailand,  Christians  make  up  0.7%  of  the  population.  The  chil- 
dren I  play  with  every  Saturday  live  in  families  of  5  or  6  on  about  $2  a  day  (my 
lunch  each  day  costs  $  1 ) .  Bangkok  is  probably  most  famous  for  its  Buddhist 
temples  and  the  ease  with  which  a  prostitute  can  be  found.  "Spirit  houses" 
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and  Buddhist  shrines  are  everywhere  —  most  of  the  slum  dwellings  have  a 
spirit  house  that  is  quite  nice,  and  Buddha  watches  over  taxis,  the  college, 
and  street  corners  everywhere.  It  takes  a  bit  more  faith  to  say  confidently  that 
"our  God"  is  the  God  of  this  city.  But,  at  the  same  time,  the  true  depth  of  the 
word  "darkness"  means  so  much  more  to  me,  now — and  it  is  clear  that  our 
God  is  the  only  light  that  can  possibly  break  through,  the  only  hope  worth 
trying  for,  the  only  peace  that  satisfies. 

Every  year,  more  Thai  people  choose  faith  in  Jesus  Christ.  It  is  a  de- 
cision that  risks  the  condemnation  of  their  families  and  their  friends,  placing 
them  in  a  very  small  minority  community  that  is  constantly  struggling  against 
a  hugely  ingrained  part  of  its  own  culture  -  an  "opposing"  religion.  Every 
new  Christian  in  Thailand  is  a  cosmic  victory  won  by  God  over  the  darkness 
here.  But  if  greater  things  are  still  to  be  done  in  this  city,  I  wonder  whether 
it  will  take  more  than  this.  Will  it  take  more  than  three  people  heartbroken 
enough  to  go  visit  the  beggars  in  NaNa?  Will  it  take  more  money  to  support 
the  microfinance  ministry  New  City  Fellowship  is  trying  to  start?  Will  it  take 
more  people  willing  to  mentor  the  teenagers  in  the  Mahhathai  slum?  Will  it 
take  more  dedicated  prayer  for  this  country? 

Should  there  be  more  Americans  willing  to  sacrifice  bigger  parts 
of  their  privileged  lives  to  share  God's  love  and  the  good  news  that  Jesus  is 
King? 


Day  29 

Jj_      June  29, 2010 

46  Yesterday  I  spent  most  of  my  afternoon  chopping  down  very  tall 

grass  with  shears  by  the  side  of  a  road  in  the  slum  community  of  Mahhathai  3 . 
It  made  the  road  look  nicer  and  wider,  but  altogether  it  was  a  nearly  pointless 
activity,  because  Bangkok  is  a  swamp.  The  grass  will  grow  back,  at  most,  in 
three  months,  and  no  one  will  be  here  anymore  to  go  back  and  chop  it  down 
again. 

I  also  sprayed  our  church's  little  "sala,"  the  community  room  we 
built  at  Mahhathai  3,  with  termite  spray  in  hopes  that  the  building  won't  col- 
lapse. In  five  years  the  owner  of  the  land  is  going  to  raze  everything  in  Mah- 
hathai 3  in  order  to  develop  the  land.  Meanwhile,  the  members  of  the  com- 
munity live  in  extreme  poverty,  and  the  problems  of  poverty  are  compounded 


Lyndsey  Graves 

by  gambling,  drugs,  and  alcohol. 

Even  the  work  I  wrote  about  a  couple  of  weeks  ago,  when  we  went 
to  color  and  talk  with  children  begging,  has  a  very  small  chance  of  making 
a  long-term  impact  on  the  kids  or  their  families.  They  may  take  away  fond 
memories  of  the  Christians  who  showed  them  love  once  a  week  during  their 
childhood,  but  their  lives  are  being  shaped  by  enormous  cultural,  societal, 
psychological,  and  economic  issues. 

In  the  United  States,  we  just  don't  see  desperately  ugly  things  very 
often,  and  even  our  homeless  usually  have  some  sort  of  shelter  to  go  to  for 
help,  however  short-term  it  may  be.  Terrible  things  and  situations  happen  in 
the  U.S.,  but  I  hope  it  doesn't  sound  belittling  to  people  dealing  with  those 
situations  if  I  say  that  things  are  just  not  as  bad  there,  especially  on  the  scale 
that  things  are  bad  here. 

Confronting  political,  economic,  religious,  and  cultural  problems 
that  leave  the  poor,  the  neglected  children,  the  shelter-less  without  recourse 
is  a  hugely  complex  task  which  we  can  only  even  begin  to  tackle  with  God's 
help.  I  believe  that  God  wants  to  see  things  change  in  Thailand  and  in  the 
world,  and  I  believe  that  God  wants  to  use  his  people  to  change  them.  May 
God  call  more  of  his  children  across  the  world  to  greater,  truer,  and  more 
sacrificial  obedience  to  the  commands  of  Jesus. 

In  the  more  immediate  future,  I  will  continue  to  cut  grass  with  shears        .2 
because  it  is  a  service  I  can  provide  today.  It  is  a  small  beautifying  act  in  a  £j 

place  where  ugliness  is  the  norm.  I  will  pick  up  the  trash  other  people  have  £ 

left  outside  their  own  homes  because  I  believe  that  things  are  better  when  — 

they  are  more  beautiful,  because  in  that  way  they  reflect  the  beauty  of  God.  47 

I  never  knew  before  that  evil,  left  unattended,  could  have  such  a  compound- 
ing effect,  but  it  really  does  seem  that  in  a  lot  of  ways  people  trapped  in  these 
situations  have  forgotten  what  beauty  is.  And  if  there  is  nothing  better  to  be 
seen,  why  not  gamble  for  a  bit  of  diversion?  Why  not  drink  for  a  bit  of  forget- 
fulness?  I  pray  that  our  attempts  to  bring  a  bit  of  aesthetic  improvement  to 
our  friends'  neighborhood  will  point  them  toward  that  which  is  better,  and 
towards  the  immeasurable  beauty  and  hope  and  joy  that  knowing  God  has 
brought  to  our  lives. 
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Its  only  a  year, 

everyone  says, 

their  words  passing 

through  my  brain, 

lodging  in  my  heart, 

a  rabbit  caught 

in  the  teeth  of  a  dog. 

I  nod,  smile. 

No,  I  say,  it s  not  that  long 

and  move  on, 

carrying 

my  rucksack 

of  ache, 

and  wish 

for  that  next  phone  call, 
£       a  long  list 

oilloveyous, 
01       Imtssyous, 
<H       until  our  exhales 


signal  surrender; 
we  are 
silent, 

wondering  if  words  are  enough 

to  cover  the  expanse 

of  time, 

ofworry, 

ofwait, 

that  rises 

before  us  like 
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the  unbroken  horizon 
of  the  desert  landscape 
where  you 
were  sent. 
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Terrorism 

Last  year, 

I  watched  a  soldier 

get  back  on  a  plane, 

desert  bound— 

someone  would  later  say, 

he  needs  to  realize 

that  ties  not  in  Iraq  anymore. 

When  does  the  realization  strike? 

When,  like  losing  a  lifeline, 

does  the  finger  leave  the  trigger? 

On  the  flight  home 

when  some  smile,  salute, 

shake  hands, 

while  others  glare, 

exhaling  the  word, 

killer? 

When  hands  haltingly  touch 

the  kids  at  home, 

the  keyboard  at  work, 

the  face  in  the  mirror, 

50       searching,  unsure 

of  the  person 

they  once  belonged  to? 

No;  they  never  truly  leave 

sand  and  sun 

and  death— 

the  stench 

of  animal  carcasses  on  the  wind, 

a  boy's  busted  body 
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on  the  roadside, 

a  bomb  that  didn't  explode, 

the  constant  question, 

why 

not  me?— 

but  carry  it  with  them, 

a  bomb  strapped  to  their  heart, 

waiting  for  the  moment 

it  will  inflict  the  most 

damage. 


(D 
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William  B.  Hurst 

Clutch 

In  late  October  when 

the  wrens  nest  and  watch 

their  brothers 

leave,  my  mother  and  I  walked 

along  the  rim  of  the  lake, 

my  two-inch  fingers  wrapped 

tightly  around  hers. 

That's  covered  in  germs.  Don 't touch 

it,  she  said  when 

I  looked  down, 

found  the  glimmering 

brown  feather,  the  hawk's  flight  suspended 

in  the  grass. 

I  did  not  ask 

questions  like,  Why 
£       does  the  wind  push 
J>       birds  to  the  earth?  or 
%       How  does  a  child  lose 
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itsfeathers? 

No;  I  touched  the  edge 

of  my  lips  to  keep 

the  words  from  flying 

away.  The  feather  lay  suspended 

in  my  eye, 

fingers  curling  around  my  mother's, 

dull  talons  on  a  nest. 


William  B.  Hurst 
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Marie,  if  bullets  come 

from  my  side,  remember 

to  keep  my  casket 

shut  with  stone. 

I  will  not  stay  in 

a  trench, 

but  crawl  to  the  other  side. 

My  comrades  are  bound,  beyond 

the  line  that  I  must  cross. 

Let  our  children  hear 

that  their  father  died 

for  them. 


> 
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Sharmoota 

I  used  to  have  a  name. 

When  Allah  sent  me  into  this  world,  he  meant  for  me  to  have  a 
name,  and  a  name  I  was  given,  just  like  my  brothers  and  sisters.  Though  my 
master  doesn't  see  it  this  way.  My  mother  gave  great  care  to  these  names  for 
my  brothers  and  sisters,  with  equal  love  and  affection.  Some  were  given  the 
names  of  the  legendary  Arabians  of  Muhammad,  and  others  were  named  after 
the  sheiks  of  old  from  our  tribe.  My  name— well,  I  have  almost  forgotten  it. 
No  one  calls  me  by  that  name;  my  name  was  taken  from  me  because  I  was  the 
runt  of  the  litter.  I  am  small  and  insignificant,  weak,  dark  colored,  almost 
black,  and  therefore  considered  evil;  I  deserve  no  name.  I  am  simply  called  by 
what  I  am— dog. 

My  master  is  a  great  warrior,  whose  skill  with  the  sword  is  coveted  by 
many  others  throughout  his  family.  He  is  Abu  Annad,  and  stories  of  his  rid- 
ing, his  courage,  and  calculated  coldness  in  his  dealings  are  known  through- 
out the  Wadi,  a  great  valley  which  houses  the  bedu,  wanderers  of  the  sand; 
warriors,  herdsmen,  they  are  a  holy  people.  He  marches  with  feet  of  iron  that 
are  used  to  stomp  on  the  hands  of  his  subordinates  as  they  await  for  his  next 
order.  They  should  cower  in  fear;  we  all  do— his  livestock,  his  animals,  his 
children,  his  wife.  He  deserves  respect,  and  he  demands  it  with  a  cold  voice 
powered  by  a  ruling  dream  that  constantly  stirs,  like  the  desert  sands  intermix 
with  the  rocks  and  thorns  of  the  Wadi. 
r  a  When  I  was  younger,  when  I  had  a  name,  I  was  allowed  to  sleep  in  the 

tent  with  Master  and  his  family.  This  was  before  his  dream  turned  him  against 
me.  My  brothers,  sisters,  and  my  mother  were  given  space  in  a  certain  section 
to  lay  our  tired  bodies  down  as  the  moon  rose  over  us;  its  bone  color  would 
be  stained  rust  as  the  winds  threw  dust  into  the  air.  Muhmood,  my  brother, 
would  often  push  me  to  the  side  as  his  brutish  body  would  sprawl  out  over  the 
mats,  and  I  would  end  up  in  the  farthest  corner  all  alone.  I  was  ill-favored,  too 
ugly  to  be  given  any  real  privileges  by  Master  or  my  family.  So  in  the  corner  I 
remained  as  I  sighed  and  turned,  searching  for  sleep. 

One  night,  strange  visitors  wandered  into  the  camp.  As  the  rest  of 
my  family  slept,  I  watched  as  Master  arose  to  offer  his  hospitality,  inviting 
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them  to  rest  by  our  dying  coals  as  he  poured  coffee  for  them  and  prepared 
the  tobacco  for  the  Argeelah  pipe.  The  two  men  mumbled  their  thanks  and, 
along  with  Master,  began  to  smoke  and  speak  in  hushed  tones.  As  the  smoke 
rose  from  the  pipes,  the  wind  blew  its  sweet  smell  and  the  scent  of  the  men 
who  were  now  under  Master's  protection.  Fear  rose  in  me  like  the  inevitable 
gas  from  the  scraps  of  hummus  and  bread  I  was  often  given,  but  the  sense  of 
intrigue  created  by  their  strange  appearance  was  stronger  than  the  fear.  As 
their  voices  grew  low  with  the  details  of  their  tales,  I  crawled  from  my  tent 
and  made  my  way  towards  the  ashes  and  tobacco  smoke  that  played  over  then- 
heads,  creating  a  world  for  the  tales  of  great  battles,  tribal  raids,  and  lands 
of  the  east.  The  moon  rose  higher  in  the  sky,  and  the  smoke  continued  to 
flow  from  their  lips  along  with  captivating  images.  When  my  moon  began 
to  return  to  its  sleeping  zone,  I  watched  as  one  by  one  the  strangers  went  to 
the  guest  area  prepared  for  them.  Master  himself,  dizzy  with  smoke  and  little 
sleep,  sauntered  towards  the  tent  while  I  remained  fixated,  breathless,  long- 
ing for  more  of  the  magic  the  strangers  spoke  of.  I  crawled  closer  to  the  ashes 
of  the  dying  fire,  the  place  where  the  stories  had  been  born.  I  climbed  into 
the  pit  and  looked  towards  the  moon,  the  god  of  the  night,  and  we  replayed 
the  memory  of  that  night  together. 

"What  is  this,  you  lazy  dog?"  I  woke  as  the  question  thundered  over 
my  head;  though  groggy,  I  still  had  enough  of  my  wits  to  stand  to  my  feet.  My         £ 
legs  wobbled  and  the  fine  hair  on  them  stood  up  as  the  sensation  of  wetness  > 

sank  in.  °f 

"You  have  chosen  these  ashes  apart  from  my  home?  Why  are  you  not        Hi 
out  with  the  others?  "  His  hand  came  down  with  a  force  across  my  head,  and  I        rr 
yelped  and  stepped  back.  I  looked  past  Master  and  towards  the  flock  of  goats 
my  brothers  and  sisters  were  helping  herd,  our  morning  chores  underway. 
Master  continued  to  yell  at  me,  looking  over  his  shoulder,  ashamed  to  find 
me  here  asleep  instead  of  working. 

"Friend,  what  problem  have  you  found?"  A  sly,  crow-like  voice  came 
from  a  guest  whose  appearance  was  that  of  a  trader.  His  coins  hung  loosely 
around  his  neck,  a  sign  of  his  accumulated  wealth,  and  his  clothes  were  of 
some  ridiculous  fashion.  His  head  seemed  to  jerk  each  time  he  spoke. 

"Not  a  problem  found  but  a  problem  born,"  grumbled  my  master, 
and  my  head  lowered  in  reaction.  The  second  guest,  a  taller  man  with  a  beard 
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greater  than  the  prophets  and  whose  white  hair  grew  thick  with  wisdom  of 
the  years,  drew  his  robes  around  him  as  he  walked  near  us.  They  shook  hands 
in  greeting,  and  Master  kissed  the  elder  on  the  cheek,  holding  his  hand  as  he 
spoke  honorable  greetings  over  the  sheik.  The  crow  trader's  yellow  stained 
teeth  and  mold-home  gaps  accompanied  a  gasp  as  he  pointed  to  me. 

"Haram!  Shame  my  friend,  look  upon  this  creature.  This,  this  thing 
is  evil." 

"You  believe  me  to  be  ignorant?  I  know  she  is  evil-look  what  she  has 
done.  Ignoring  her  job,  dishonoring  my  house  with  her  laziness  and  straying 
from  our  tent. "  He  turned  again  to  the  sheik,  his  face  red  with  anger  and  em- 
barrassment, "Forgive  me,  most  honored  one,  my  household  is  not  normally 
so  disrespectful,"  he  glared  at  me,  "or  rebellious." 

Normally,  I  was  simply  ignored;  my  cowlicked  and  bumpy  hair, 
weak  muscles,  and  scratched  body  meant  I  was  usually  overshadowed  by  my 
beautiful  and  talented  siblings.  This  time  my  Master  saw  me,  and  what  he  saw 
displeased  him.  I  shook  as  I  realized  what  I  had  done,  the  fear  triggered  an 
urge  to  relieve  myself,  and  I  felt  myself  losing  control. 

"No,  no,  ya  sahbi,  good  friend.  This  ugly  animal  embodies  the  evil 
spirits  of  Shayton,  the  powerful  satan."  The  trader  moved  forward,  pointing 
at  my  face  as  he  reached  into  his  satchel.  "See  the  eyes,  large  and  grey,  set 
against  the  darkness  of  the  skin  and  hair?" 

"Yes,  yes,  I  see.  What  of  it?" 

"Tis  true  my  kind  host,"  said  the  wise  sheik,  as  he  looked  on  the 
scene  with  disdain.  "This  animal  has  the  markings  of  evil,  you  cannot  let  her 
eg       near  your  household.  Any  prayer  you  give  to  Allah  will  become  void  while  she 
is  near." 

"Take  this,"  said  the  trader,  shoving  a  silver  ring  inlaid  with  a  tur- 
quoise stone  into  my  master's  hand,  "it  will  ward  off  the  spirits."  He  spat  at 
me  and  I  backed  away,  groaning  inwardly  as  the  warm  tickle  of  urine  pro- 
ceeded down  my  leg.  "This  is  not  just  evil  of  a  dog,"  his  words  grew  cold  as 
he  brought  back  his  foot  and  kicked  my  side.  "Run  off,  bitch! "  He  screamed 
at  me,  "run  off  and  tend  to  the  goats,  Sharmoota." 

Sharmoota,  the  word  of  a  female  dog— a  weapon  against  the  holiness 
of  my  master,  an  impurity  in  his  household,  a  bitch.  It  was  after  this  night  that 
master  sent  me  outside  of  his  home,  for  I  had  shamed  him,  and  this  turned  his 
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anger  on  me,  for  his  shame  might  deter  his  dream.  Though  I  wasn't  forced  to 
leave  the  tent  village,  I  was  to  be  nowhere  near  his  tent.  I  wandered  aimlessly 
around  the  bedu  settlement,  and  finally  stopped  near  the  post  where  my 
master's  pride  and  joy  resided,  his  Arabian  often  used  during  battle,  and  took 
it  upon  myself  to  guard  him  from  the  dangers  of  the  desert.  To  protect  honor 
instead  of  removing  it. 

After  a  year  had  passed,  war  broke  out  between  the  bedu,  and  Master 
came  to  retrieve  his  Arabian,  for  he  was  meant  to  lead  the  warriors  into  battle. 
As  he  approached,  I  felt  that  same  shameful  reaction  and  the  uncontrollable 
release  of  waste  down  my  legs.  I  resisted,  certain  my  duty  as  protector  of  his 
pride  would  return  me  into  his  good  favor.  He  untied  the  stallion,  stroking 
his  snout  with  care  and  whispering  to  him  as  he  saddled  and  bridled  him.  A 
warrior  had  accompanied  him,  stout  as  the  shrubs  that  had  housed  me  the 
past  year  and  whose  unkept  hair  matched  my  own.  His  excitement  caused 
him  to  bounce  from  one  foot  to  the  other,  and  eventually  he  noticed  me,  hid- 
den in  the  shadows,  waiting  for  my  master's  word  of  approval. 

"YaAUah?Whoisthis?" 

He  continued  to  look  away,  and  I  knew  then  that  I  would  never  be 
accepted  back  into  his  household. 

"A  source  of  evil,  my  friend.  Touch  it  not,  or  your  future  will  be 
cursed  as  mine  might  be.  Come,  the  battle  calls  us."  He  mounted  the  Arabi- 
an, who  would  be  returned  later  that  night  by  a  servant,  and  rode  off  to  prove 
his  courage  and  honor  through  war. 

At  first  I  had  been  given  scraps  of  food-the  master's  wife  didn't  want 
me  to  go  hungry— but  over  time  I  was  forgotten,  a  piece  of  scenery.  I  searched       r  7 
for  new  ways  to  provide  for  myself,  and  this  turned  to  be  a  greater  challenge. 
I  was  never  taught  how  to  hunt  or  to  look  for  food,  but  the  directions  and 
methods  came  to  me,  as  if  the  moon  had  whispered  them  as  I  slept.  Over  the 
next  two  years  I  learned  to  follow  the  tracks  of  the  gazelles  and  birds,  and 
after  many  failed  attempts,  the  best  way  to  catch  them-breaking  their  necks 
with  one  bite.  I  became  strong,  quick,  and  agile;  the  moon  showed  me  the 
way.  Each  day,  my  anger  grew  as  my  skills  to  fight  and  survive  overcame  my 
fear  and  shame.  Every  night  I  would  call  out  to  the  moon,  especially  those 
nights  when  the  horse  was  also  gone  and  there  was  no  one  else  to  keep  me 
company.  Often  the  moon  god  answered  back,  and  we  would  conspire  about 
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the  possibilities  of  my  future  and  my  revenge.  Soon  my  master  would  know; 
soon  he  wouldn't  be  able  to  ignore  my  presence. 

The  year  our  Sheikh,  Zayed  bin  Maktoom,  died,  an  urgent  need  to 
find  his  replacement  was  sent  out  through  the  tribe.  This  was  the  chance  my 
master  had  waited  for.  This  was  his  dream.  This  man  had  to  be  chosen  by  the 
tribal  members,  one  who  was  greatly  respected,  whose  house  was  honored, 
and  who  was  blessed  by  God.  Most  men  looked  to  my  master  as  the  fulfill- 
ment of  these  qualities.  Our  settlement  was  alive  with  the  excitement  of  this 
possibility.  Could  he  really  be  our  next  Sheikh,  our  religious  representative, 
chosen  of  Allah?  I  watched  as  the  wife  of  my  master  ran  about.  The  lambs 
were  slaughtered  and  prepared,  the  knives  sliding  down  their  bodies,  mark- 
ing them  as  sacrifices  to  bring  honor  to  him.  I  wandered  closer  to  the  center 
of  the  village.  The  scent  of  blood  and  spices  mixed  in  the  air  stirred  my  hun- 
ger, and  though  I  knew  his  cruelty  would  force  me  to  steal  what  I  could,  food 
would  be  plenty. 

When  Master  returned  from  the  informal  gathering  of  warriors  and 
elders,  he  brought  with  him  a  man,  whom  I  recognized  as  the  trader  from 
all  those  years  ago.  I  stopped  in  my  tracks,  taking  the  moment  to  scratch  my 
ears,  and  watched  as  the  men  made  their  way  into  Master's  tent,  secluded 
from  the  rest  of  the  settlement,  discussing  what  was  not  meant  for  ears  other 
than  their  own.  I  had  intended  to  simply  be  near,  scouting  for  the  best  place 
to  wait  for  the  final  meal  preparations;  instead,  I  found  myself  listening  in  on 
what  would  be  the  most  eventful  of  conversations. 

"You  must  take  her,"  my  master  whispered  urgently,  a  sense  of  panic 
and  confusion  tinted  his  voice. 

"Now,  now,  my  friend,"  croaked  the  devilish  trader,  his  eyes  aglow 
with  the  possibility  of  financial  success,  "if  she  truly  is  the  evil  I  sense,  why 
should  I  take  this  bad  omen  along  with  me?  She  would  bring  misfortune 
against  my  business  endeavors. " 

"I  will  reimburse  you  for  any  misgiving  this  may  cause  you.  Throw 
her  in  with  the  beings  meant  for  field  work,  use  her  to  guard  your  caravan, 
poison  her,  beat  her— I  care  not!  I  simply  need  her  gone." 

The  jingling  sound  of  coins,  and  the  quick  intake  of  the  trader's 
breath  perked  my  ears.  The  sound  of  pent  up  anger  escaped  through  a  low 
throat  growl  as  I  pressed  closer  to  the  side  of  the  tent. 
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"You  know  her  colors,  her  eyes,  and  the  darkness.  The  elders  will 
not  choose  me  as  long  as  she  is  near,  and  my  wife's  heart  is  too  pure  to  let  me 
destroy  the  evil  spirit  myself." 

"She  will  not  receive  a  good  price,  no  matter  where  I  try  to  sell  her. . . 
No  one  would  pay  more—" 

"I  don't  care  what  you  do  with  her ! "  screamed  my  master  as  he  threw 
the  money  satchel  to  the  slave  merchant.  "Just  take  this,  and  her,  and  be 
gone." 

The  moon  spoke  to  me  and  confirmed  in  my  heart  what  I  knew  to 
be  true.  It  was  me  that  they  spoke  of,  me  that  Master  was  selling,  not  caring 
whether  I  was  to  be  sold  or  killed.  I  turned  to  flee,  unwilling  to  let  guilt  or 
pity  for  my  master  save  myself,  but  the  next  words  stopped  me  in  my  tracks . 

"Call  Sharmoota  here,"  spoke  the  trader,  laughing  as  he  ran  his 
hands  through  his  newly  acquired  coins.  "I'll  take  this  burden  from  you." 

Suddenly,  the  hesitation  and  shame  was  gone,  and  the  lessons  of 
the  desert  overtook  my  reason  and  past  fears.  I  forced  my  way  into  the  tent, 
growling  as  I  leapt  towards  my  master's  throat.  The  trader,  shocked  and 
confused,  looked  on  for  a  few  moments  and  then  fled,  calling  for  help  from 
other  servants  and  the  family  of  my  master.  I  let  him  leave;  his  blood  was  not 
what  I  lusted  after,  was  not  what  the  moon  wanted  to  honor  him.  I  continued 
to  claw  at  the  face  of  the  one  who  had  scorned  me.  Again  and  again  my  claws  | 

tore  at  his  face,  his  body  twisted  beneath  my  strong  frame.  I  stood  over  my 
prey,  no  longer  a  victim  myself,  but  a  hunter,  a  conqueror.  His  breath  left 
him  and  I  smiled,  my  teeth  poking  out  from  the  snarl  that  had  been  placed 
on  my  lips  from  the  past  three  years  of  humiliation  and  degradation.  I  turned         r  q 
as  I  heard  the  noise  of  one  entering  the  tent.  It  was  his  wife.  She  cried  aloud 
and  fell  over  Master's  body,  taking  his  head  into  her  lap,  weeping.  After  a  few 
moments,  she  was  able  to  speak  through  the  grief  that  flowed  down  her  face. 

" Ya  Allah !  Oh  God !  My  daughter,  why,  why  have  you  done  this  to 
your  father?" 

I  backed  away,  laughing,  and  licked  his  blood  off  my  finger,  refusing 
to  allow  part  of  him  to  be  showcased  on  me. 

"What  have  you  done,  Ameera?"  she  screamed  at  me. 

"That  is  not  my  name,"  I  softly  growled  back,  "and  he  is  not  my 
father.  I  am  the  bitch,  and  the  moon  is  my  father." 


Kaitlyn  Kachmarchik 

The  Hoarders 

He  greets  me  at  the  door, 
a  crusty  old  dragon 
jovial,  the  fire  buried 
deep  in  his  belly,  kept 
quiet  for  a  visit  with  his 
little  jewel. 

How's  mygkl,  he  asks 
and  I  shout 
Good,  Tin  good. 

There's  not  much  else  to  say, 

his  hearing  goes  in  and  out 

like  the  radio  on  the  kitchen  table 

and  what  he  does  say 

lies  and  half-truths, 

through  a  split  tongue, 

lettuce-green,  stained 

.£       with  scars  of  emeralds 
> 

a:       and  links  of  chainmail 

£       are  things  I  never  want  him  to  say. 

We  sit  on  the  couch 

60       that  sags  like  old  dog's  skin, 
eating  sherbet  or  cherry  pie, 

anything  to  distract  me 
from  the  smoke, 
the  bitter  rumbling 
thunder  of  truths  unsaid. 

His  red  nostrils  flare 

and  his  cigarette  butts  crash 
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on  their  marble  hill, 

little  white  knights 

broken  and  curling 

as  he  waits 

for  my  withering  trails 

of  hesitant  signals, 

of  questions, 

wide  as  the  sky  to  float 

to  the  ceiling, 

finally  forgotten. 

I  listen  in  the  silence 

for  the  secret  words 

that  never  come, 

the  click  of  the  combination 

to  his  hoarded  memories 

of  packing  meat,  a  thousand  boxes 

too  many 

and  his  souvenirs  of  war, 

a  few  dozen  postcards  | 

and  a  rusting  saber.  > 

on 

Memories  thirty  years  too  old—  _j 

smoldering  ashes,  g  j 

fester  like  old  sores 
in  the  underbelly  of  his  mind- 
treasures,  good  or  ill  not 
shared  with  me. 

I  wonder  as  we  sit 
before  I 

too  will  suck  stories 
between  dragon  teeth. 
Taste  once  more 
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the  sulfuric  sweat 

of  our  monstrous  addiction, 

our  strange  gift 

of  avoiding  answers  to  questions, 

hiding  in  riddles,  clinging 

with  hoarding  hands 

those  stories  living 

in  the  unheard  echoes 

of  smog-filled  caves. 

I  breathe  in  his  smoke 

and  wait. 


Mallory  Leonard 

Cinnamon 


You  were  once  valuable 

-fifteen  tons  sacrificed 
for  the  sin  of  a  man- 
Now  you're  sprinkled 
on  every  dish, 
applied  with  abandon, 
costing  nearly  nothing 

—fifty  dollars  an  hour 
for  the  sin  of  a  man— 
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Mallory  Leonard 

Death  Constant  Beyond  Love 

How  did  I  love  thee?  Let  me  count  the  ways: 
with  silverbells  and  cockleshells,  the  lead 
pipe  in  the  kitchen,  and  a  knife  in  bed. 
Why  must  I  leave  you  in  your  grave,  erase 
the  way  you  held  my  aching  soul  in  place, 
and  smothered  it  with  muscled  arms?  I  dread 
to  know  for  me  you  are  pulse-beating  dead; 
can't  feel  you  in  your  moving  coflfm-case. 
You  sip  your  coffee  while  you  brood  on  Hei- 
degger and  God,  and  I  can  feel  in  me 
old  blood  drain  from  a  heart;  for  it  must  die 
so  that  a  new  one  might  be  born  to  see 
six-feet-under  turned  upside-down  is  high. 
Nowyou  will  keep  forever  and  never  me. 


Mallory  Leonard 

Psychosis  of  Desire 

For  Ms.  DuBois,  who  tried  so  hard  to  be  a  lady. 

white  [Trapped  inside  the]  woods 

play  broken  radio  playing  polka 

on  a  new  Orleans  summer  night 

too  hot  for  desire 

(replaying  the  fire 

of  a  pistol) 

trigger 

in  the  silent  music 

dripping 

from  the  broken  faucet  on  a  claw-foot  tub  filled 

with  steam  sweat  and  grime  from  the  dirty  dirty  city 

must 

wash 

it 

off 

calm  the  nerves  .2 

soften  the  light  *j 

not  white  <p 

<L> 

chinese-lantern-  _ 

red  65 

blood  pooling  waterfalling  from  his  temple 

{sacrifice  made} 

say  goodbye 

to  [magic 

hello  to  strangers] 

the  gay  poetboy 

(secret  uncovered) 

now  so 

Blanched 
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Life  is  Not  a  Box  of  Crayons 


a  little  boy 
sits  on  the  silver 
pavement  in  front 
of  the  laundromat, 
plays  with  his  frayed 
shoelaces,  tired 
grass  growing  in-between 
steamy  sidewalk 
squares,  avoids 

shattered  glass  shards. 

his  torn  Power  Rangers 

sneakers,  masked 

in  duct  tape, 

pinch  his  toes, 

squeezing  tears  out 
.2       of  his  eyes. 
£       he  wipes  them  away, 
£       leaving  bruised 

66        smudges  on  his  face . 

numbly,  his  Momma 
sits  in  the  dirty 
building,  stares  blankly 
at  the  soggy,  dull  laundry. 
Her  euphoric  dreams 
are  exploding: 
kamikaze  blues,  bittersweet 
reds,  malachite  greens. 
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later,  She'll  crash  into  an  empty 
bed,  dream 

of  needles  and  dripping  vials. 

he'll  sit  in  his  room, 
soft  cement  walls, 
drawing  pictures 
of  violet  rainbows  he 
never  sees,  hiding 

behind  heavy 
clouds. 
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Unsettled  Thaw 

The  sky  reaches  down,  heavy, 
purple, 

nearly  brushes  the  ground 
with  small  white  fingerprints; 
warily,  it  tucks  reluctant 
hands  inside  its  thick 
pockets,  leaves  the  icy 
ground  brittle  and  austere. 
We  sit,  weak  fingers  wrapped 
around  consoling  white  mugs. 

Silence  presses 

where  our  lips  once  met, 

sodden  eyes  fixed  on  frozen  daylight 

in  cold  panes,  swelling,  splitting 

the  unyielding  air. 

|  Words  melt, 

%  faUoutof 

ourmouthslike 

68  tearsheavyandfast. 

Churning  passion  drowns 
me  in  a  fuming  black  sea, 
you  tread  and  spit  out 
salty  excuses,  limpid, 
soggy.  Over  the  windowsill 
sunlight  creeps, 
refracts  uncertain  gold  bands, 
fills  our  mouths  with  stillness. 
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The  torrent  trickles, 

dripping  into  my  thin 

hands.  Budding  warmth  seeps 

from  your  eyes 

like  tepid  tears 

and  softens  my  frosty  shell; 

Outside, 

the  bitter  sky  breaks 

as  fiery  orange  flowers  press 

against  its  hands. 
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Kristin  Mueller 


Objects  As  They  Appear 


I'm  not  happy 


Not  happy? 


Not  happy  at  all. 


(LIGHTS  UP  on  black  object  rest 
ing  on  a  table  in  the  middle  of  the 
stage.  TEZ  stares  intently  at  the 
object  and  walks  a  circle  around  the 
table,  clearly  agitated.  PUP  stands  to 
the  side  observing  this  behavior.) 

TEZ 


PUP 


TEZ 
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That's  nice. 


Very  nice. 


PUP 

(Pointing  to  object) 

TEZ 


Then  why  aren't  you  happy? 


PUP 


TEZ 
I'm  vexed  about  something  and  I  need  an  opinion.  Tell  me,  what  color  do  you 
see? 


Black,  of  course. 

Black? 

Yes. 

Can  you  be  sure? 

No. 
Okay. 
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PUP 


TEZ 


PUP 


TEZ 


PUP 


TEZ 


(TEZ  and  PUP  stare  at  the  object. 

Beat)  £ 

.2 
> 

I  don't  like  black.  I  like  white.  In  fact,  this  is  white,  come  to  think  of  it.  aL 


(TEZ  makes  a  frame  with  hands  then 
looks  at  the  object  through  frame. ) 


Yes,  definitely  white. 

PUP 
Are  you  sure? 

TEZ 

Aren't  you? 
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(PUP  walks  a  circle  around  the  table. ) 

PUP 
Now  that  you  mention  it,  this  may  be  white  after  all. 

TEZ 
I  don't  like  black. 

PUP 
Then  by  all  means,  it's  white. 

TEZ 
If  that's  fine  with  you.  Are  you  offended? 

PUP 
What's  fine  with  you  is  fine  with  me.  White  it  is.  I  insist. 


(TORCH  enters  holding  a  white 
object.) 


I  TORCH 

01  (Pointing  to  table) 

.3        Pardon.  Excuse  me,  but  that  is  not  white . 

72 

TEZ 

(To  TORCH) 

Not  to  contradict,  but  it  is,  in  fact,  white. 

TORCH 
Are  you  sure? 

TEZ 
Quite  sure. 


Kristin  Mueller 
PUP 


We  decided  just  now. 


TORCH 
Oh  dear.  Then  I  must  confess  I'm  rather  confused.  You  see,  this  is  white. 

(Holds  up  white  object) 

And  it's  certainly  not  the  color  you  have  there.  You  must  be  wrong. 

TEZ 

Who  says  that's  white? 

TORCH 
(Stammering) 
Uh,well. .  .people. 

TEZ 
What  people?  Such  an  authoritative  voice  must  surely  come  from  the  higher 
ranks.  People  of  power,  perhaps? 

TORCH 
People ...  as  in  everyone.  Everyone  knows  that  is  black  and  this  is  white. 
That's  just  the  way  it  is. 

TEZ 
Then  you  certainly  are  confused.  You  see,  collectively,  we  have  reached  a 
decision.  And  since  there  are  two  of  us,  and  we  are,  in  fact,  human,  I  think  we 
must  be  people.  And  as  people,  we  say  this  is  white. 

(Places  hand  firmly  on  table  for 
emphasis) 

So,  now  do  you  agree? 
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Kristin  Mueller 

TORCH 
No,  no.  I'm  afraid  you  are  collectively  wrong. 


Wrong? 


Wrong. 


The  ignorance. 


The  pretention. 


TEZandPUP 
(Simultaneously) 


TORCH 


(TEZ  and  PUP  turn  their  backs  to 
TORCH  and  speak  to  one  another 
in  flustered  tones.) 

TEZ 


PUP 


> 
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The  nerve. 


TEZ 


(TEZ  and  PUP  turn  back  around  to 
face  TORCH.) 


TEZ 
Fm  sorry,  Madame,  but  that  is  terribly  offensive.  We  don't  deal  in  absolutes 
here  -  they  aren't  polite.  Begging  your  pardon,  but  we  respectfully  ask  you  to 
leave. 


TORCH 


Leave? 


Kristin  Mueller 

PUP 

Respectfully. 

(Beat) 

I 

TORCH 

I  see.  This  is  a  no-tolerance  room. 

(TEZ  and  PUP  gasp  in  horror.) 

TEZ 

(Offended) 
I  beg  your  pardon.  We  are  the  most  tolerant  people  you  might  ever  find. 

TORCH 
Then  I  can  stay. 

TEZ 
Why,  yes  indeed. 

I  PUP  1 

Indeed.  > 

<D 


(Pause) 

TORCH 
You  know,  since  we're  all  here,  I  say  we  should  come  to  an  agreement.  Oth- 
erwise, this  might  be  terribly  awkward. 

TEZ 

(To  TORCH) 
I  know  what  your  problem  is. 

TORCH 
My  problem? 
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Kristin  Mueller 

TEZ 
Yes.  It  would  seem  that  you  are  very  set  in  your  ways.  We  are  accepting  of 
this  fact— though  you  should  probably  be  aware  that  your  approach  is  not  very 
"en  vogue"  these  days— but  I  think  that  you  might  be  inclined  to  agree  with 
our  consensus  if  you  allowed  me  to  make  my  case.  Would  this  be  acceptable? 

TORCH 
Why  not? 

TEZ 
Very  well. 

(Walks  over  to  the  black  object  and 
rests  hand  on  the  table) 

When  I  was  a  small  child,  the  school  bullies  would  chase  me  with  a  black 
stick.  Every  day,  at  recess,  I  would  have  to  either  run  away  and  hide  in  shame 
or  face  the  stick.  And  even  though  that  happened  many  years  ago,  it  was  so 
incredibly  traumatic  on  my  young  psyche  that  it  is  forever  burned  into  my 
memory.  So  you  see,  black  is  a  terribly  stressful  color  for  me. 

PUP 
What  a  terrible  situation.  What  an  emotional  circumstance. 

(To  TORCH) 

Surely  you  must  now  agree  that  this  is  white. 

(PUP  gestures  towards  black  object. ) 

TORCH 
Your  story  is  touching,  and  I  feel  strangely  convicted,  but  I'm  afraid  there  is 
still  a  minor  complication. 


Kristin  Mueller 
(Raises  white  object  for  emphasis) 

This  is  white;  therefore,  yours  must  be  black. 

TEZ 
Unless  I  want  it  to  be  white.  That's  the  beauty  of  this  entire  situation.  I  decide 
what  I  want  because  I  determine  my  own  reality.  Do  you  follow? 

TORCH 
Not  really. 

TEZ 
And  you  call  your  own  shots  because  what's  right  for  me  may  not  be  right  for 
you.  There's  no  objective  reality. 

PUP 
It's  true. 

TORCH 
(Warily) 
Okay . . .  but  I  still  think  this  should  be  white.  ^ 

(D 


(TORCH  holds  up  white  object.) 

TEZ 
I  have  a  solution.  You  see,  what  we  have  here  is  merely  a  battle  of  the  per- 
spectives. The  truth  of  the  matter  is  that  there  is  no  truth  —  no  facts,  only 
interpretations.  Your  opinion  is  as  valid  as  mine,  so  let  us  not  resort  to  such 
archaic  methods  as  calling  a  spade  a  spade.  After  all,  one  man's  spade  may  be 
another  man's  turnip.  You  say  that  this  is  black;  I  despise  black  and  claim  it  is 
something  else  entirely.  It  would  seem  that  we  are  at  an  impasse  . . .  However 
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Kristin  Mueller 

(Walks  over  to  TORCH  and  takes  white 
object  from  her  hands) 

I  would  not  be  in  objection  to  the  idea  of  declaring  this  to  be  white  instead.  If 
there  is  one  certainty  I  have  in  life,  it  is  that  nothing  is  certain.  So,  here  is  my 
proposition.  I  propose  that  we  dispose  of  the  object  in  question... 

(Raises  black  object) 
. . .  and  replace  it  with  this . . . 

(Raises  white  object) 

. .  .settling  the  matter  once  and  for  all. 

PUP 
Splendid  idea.  Impeccable  logic. 

TORCH 
(Hesitantly) 
|        That  does  seem  like  a  reasonable  solution. 


> 
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Then  it's  settled. 


TEZ 


(TEZ  destroys  the  black  object  and 
then  replaces  it  with  the  new,  white 
object.  The  group  stares  for  a  mo 
ment  in  silence.) 

TORCH 


White  is  white. 


TEZ 
Ifit  was  ever  white  in  the  first  place.  Truth  is  always  simple. . .  Ha.  Adoublelie. 


Kristin  Mueller 


PUP 


It's  nice. 


And  white.  I'm  happy. 


TEZ 


(TEZ,  PUP,  and  TORCH  continue 
to  gaze  at  the  object  awhile  longer. 
TEZ  breaks  the  silence.) 

At  last  we  have  come  to  a  conclusion.  After  this  conversation  I  feel  com- 
pletely and  utterly  spent,  don't  you?  They  say  that  all  truly  great  thoughts  are 
conceived  by  walking,  so  I  think  it's  time  for  me  to  move  on  to  the  next  one. 
Thank  you  all.  Good  day. 

(TEZ  exits.  TORCH  and  PUP  are 
left  alone  on  stage.  TORCH  moves 
close  to  the  white  object  in  the  cen 
ter  of  the  room  then  turns  to  face  the 
audience.)  | 

> 

TORCH  * 

Can  one  among  us  know  its  true  color?  I,  for  one,  am  no  longer  convinced  fj 

that  I'm  capable  of  such  a  thing  -  if  such  a  thing  even  exists .  I  thought  this  ~q 

object  was  white.  But  who  can  say  that  white  even  exists  in  the  first  place? 
Perhaps  my  fundamental  flaw  all  along  was  defining  truth  in  relation  to  real- 
ity. Ha.  It  would  seem  I  have  been  nothing  more  than  a  foolish  child.  White  is 
not  white.  Black  is  not  black.  Nothing  exists  outside  of  this  little  world  I  have 
created  in  my ...  is  it  brain?  Suddenly  words  seem  so  strange. 

(To  PUP) 

Is  it  brain?  Is  it  bubble? 


> 
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Kristin  Mueller 
PUP 


It's  whatever  you  want. 


TORCH 
Whatever  I  want . . .  I . . .  The  word  seems  different  somehow.  If  I  determine 
this  object's  color . . .  if  this  object  only  exists  within  my  mind . . .  maybe  I . . 
maybe  I  don't  exist. 


(Beat) 


Do  I  exist? 


(To  PUP) 


Do  you  see  me? 


(To  audience) 


Do  you  see  me?  Better  yet,  do  I  see  you?  Suddenly,  I'm  not  so  sure.  Faces 
become  objects  become  . . .  nothing.  Friends,  I  feel  truly  altered. 

(Pause.  TORCH  picks  up  white 
object.) 


80  (To  PUP) 

Excuse  me,  but  what  color  do  you  see? 

PUP 
White,  of  course. 

TORCH 
White? 

PUP 
Yes. 


Can  you  be  sure? 


No. 


Okay. 


I  don't  like  white. 


Kristin  Mueller 


TORCH 


PUP 


TORCH 


(Pause) 


LIGHTS  DOWN 


> 
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Kevan  O'Connor 


c£ 


82 


Hearing 


My  great-grandmother  listened  with  the  ears 

of  God 

to  my  stories. 

I  never  knew  my  great-grandmother 

loved  me,  until, 

after  landing  my  make-believe 

space  shuttle,  stepping  cautiously  away  from  the  banana 

plants  and  onto  her  wide 

porch,  my  mother  told  me  she  was  deaf. 

I  wonder  if  pretending  got  easier, 

only  hearing  your  children  mouth  your  name  — 

being  left,  while  you  washed  the  sloshy  dishes, 

to  make  up  stories  about  their  stories 

from  school. 

Or,  perhaps  you  preferred  making  love 

in  the  unstill  quiet, 
2       the  game  of  having  to  judge  the  tone  of  his  touch, 
$       rather  than  his  voice . 


Kevan  O'Connor 

New  Year's  Funeral 


I  begin  lifting  myself  against 
and  over  each  step 
that  leads  to  your  door. 
My  heart 

like  a  church  organ: 
deep  resonance 
through  hollow  pipes 
that  reach  with  arbitrary  height; 
out  of  tune. 
Tonight  I'll  sleep 
in  your  bed 
to  try  to  feel  your  skin 
slipping  between  sheets- 
unwieldy,  indecisive; 

Like  tires  on  ice 

when  you  only  see  without  retrospect 

the  night  in  front  of  you.  .£ 
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Mackenzie  Oberndorfer 

Meraki 

Abruptly,  easy  conversation- 
intimate  declarations 
of  ambition,  rumbling  chuckles 
at  a  bad  rendition  of  a  standup  joke— inter- 
rupted by  the  kettle's  out- 
burst of  song  and  steam, 
water  tumbling  and  bubbling  within, 
vapor  swelling  and  billowing  out. 

I  tilt  the  kettle  over  carefully 

crafted,  painted  mugs, 

over  robust  leaves  of  citrus  and  black. 

Copper  serpentines  from  the  bag, 

swirling  upwards  and  around, 

strengthening  a  greater  cause. 

Milk?l  offer. 

Sure. 

We  take  it  smooth,  nearly  pure. 


I  set  his  mug  before  him,  and  we  slowly 

sip  our  tea  while  the  mist  still  blooms . 

84       Once  it  cools ,  we  even  down  the  dregs . 


Chad  Schrock 


A  Prince  Comes  Home 


Through  panes  of  thick  glass  I  saw  London  twice 
in  a  day:  my  airplane  panned  Big  Ben  as 
an  in-flight  movie  might,  then  skyline  was 
slipping  through  windows  in  the  customs  office 

till  we  flew  elsewhere.  This  was  the  sad  thing, 
for  I  feel  heir  to  England.  He  supplies 
my  mind's  furniture,  the  thoughts  I  prize.  His 
dead  men  would  be  my  friends,  I  like  to  think— 

old  Lewis,  Chaucer,  Arthur.  All  these  mar- 
vels I  had  traveled  half  a  world  to  miss, 
to  watch  through  glass.  Perhaps  it's  better  thus. 
If  England  is  my  long-lost  father, 

I  am  at  best  the  bastard  son  of  his 

royal  oblivion,  and  all  I  know 

of  him  is  hearsay,  souvenirs,  some  old  .£ 

stories  and  poems.  No  greeting  and  no  kiss.  ^ 
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Chad  Schrock 

Memento  Mori,  or,  OnDiscoveringThree-Quar- 
ters  of  aMouse  Underneath  the  Refrigerator 

"It  has  to  be  a  mouse,"  we  said  as  we  choked  through  the  room, 

and  sure  enough,  the  slot  beneath  the  fridge  was  Mousie's  tomb. 

From  the  woodpile  I  took  a  stick  to  flick  the  body  out. 

My  trusty  branch  reached  two  feet  in  and  scraped.  There  was  no  doubt 

that  Mouse  had  been  our  source  of  stink.  All  eaten  up  by  death, 

he  seemed  too  light  and  hollow,  but  I  gravely  held  my  breath 

and  figured  most  of  him  had  rotted  off  into  the  air. 

He'd  fled  here  from  our  neighbor's  field.  Time  to  return  him  there. 

I  didn't  want  to  look  at  Mouse,  all  soft  and  neatly  curled, 

as  my  dustpan  caught  up  his  corpse  and  flung  him  to  the  world, 

but  he  had  dashed  behind  the  couch  on  nights  I  woke  to  pee. 

His  small  forepaws  and  timid  grin  had  made  cute  company. 

He  smelt  bad  now,  but  he  had  been  a  pleasant  mouse  to  know. 

I  smiled  serenely  to  myself  and  let  the  fellow  go. 

I  ate  my  lunch  of  cold  pickles  and  slightly  spoiled  meat, 
then  stepped  into  the  pantry  for  a  little  more  to  eat. 
The  old  stench  bawled  into  my  face,  no  sweeter  than  before. 
I  fetched  my  flashlight  once  again  and  bent  down  to  the  floor. 
£       The  bottom  quarter  of  the  mouse  lined  tiling  like  a  rug, 
and  much  of  what  remained  was  safe  inside  fat  little  bugs. 
My  lunch  climbed  fast  to  get  away.  My  guts  tried  lurching  too. 
All  my  affection  left,  but  I  did  what  I  had  to  do. 

Your  email  tells  me  you  have  cancer.  Carrying  the  mess 
of  mouse  and  larvae  is  a  bad  time  to  remember  this. 
Disease  is  eating  your  insides.  They'll  scrape  you  off  and  seal 
you  in  a  box,  and  then  we'll  bring  you  to  your  final  field. 
Forgive  me  if  I  find  it  hard  to  look  at  you,  because 
you  pool  into  my  throat  tender  revulsion,  acid  love. 


Chad  Schrock 


Tone  of  an  Evangelical  Poet 


I  will  cultivate  a  quiet  voice, 
a  bleak  and  subdued  phrasing- 
slightly  domesticated, 
allowable  indoors— 
so  I  can  break  the  news  gently. 

I  will  speak  in  the  whisper 
that  constitutes  gossip 
(over  tea  and,  perhaps,  biscuits) 
or  a  marriage  proposal. 

Let  this  be  a  lover's  murmur 

or  an  assassin's  merging 

with  background  noises— close  enough 

to  slip  God's  knife  underneath  the  skin. 


OH 
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Allison  Sherwood 


Tied 


(Mid  morning.  The  small  office  is  cluttered, 
dark,  and  gloomy.  Oppressive.  There  is  one 
curtained  window.  Long,  coiled  cables  are 
piled  around  the  room.  FRIEDA  is  alone, 
sitting  at  the  desk  before  the  switchboard. 
One  small  light  is  lit,  and  a  cable  is  plugged 
in  below  it.) 


FRIEDA 


Operator. . .  One  moment  please. 


Mr.  West?  Yes,  go  ahead. 


Hi,  Sis! 


88       What  are  you  doing  here? 


Yeah !  It's  great  to  see  you  too ! 


(She  plugs  in  a  cable  and  flips  the 
two  corresponding  switches  up.) 


(GABRIELE  enters  suddenly.) 


GABRIELE 


FRIEDA 


GABRIELE 


FRIEDA 


What  do  you  want? 


GABRIELE 
Mmmm.  Strawberry  ice  cream.  With  sprinkles. 


Allison  Sherwood 

(The  lights  on  the  switchboard  turn 
off.) 

FRIEDA 
Gabriele- 

GABRIELE 
You're  right.  It'll  destroy  my  figure.  Better  save  it  for  when  we  have  some- 
thing to  celebrate. 

FRIEDA 
Like  your  departure? 

GABRIELE 
Ha  ha.  At  least  you're  looking  well,  even  if  your  mood  stinks.  Maybe  a  little 
tired.  Frieda,  you  work  too  hard. 

(A  light  on  the  switchboard  turns 
on.  FRIEDA  unplugs  the  two 
cables,  flips  the  two  switches  down, 
plugs  in  another  under  the  light,  and 
speaks  into  the  headset.) 


on 
FRIEDA  % 


Operator. . .  One  moment  please. 


Don't  open  that  window. 


(She  plugs  in  a  second  cable  and 
flips  the  two  corresponding  switches 
up.  GABRIELE  pulls  back  the 
curtain  and  opens  the  window.) 


(FRIEDA  pulls  out  the  second  cable 
and  flips  the  two  switches  down.) 
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Allison  Sherwood 

Mrs.  Franklin?  Mr.  Hall  is  not  responding.  Is  there  another  number  you'd 
like  to  ring? 

(Pause) 
All  right.  Goodbye. 

(She  pulls  out  the  first  cable.) 

Close  that  window.  The  sun  shines  in  my  eyes. 

GABRIELE 
So  what's  the  latest  gossip? 

FRIEDA 
I  don't  listen  to  gossip. 

GABRIELE 
Is  Rosie  still  flirting  with  Hank  O'Gonner? 

FRIEDA 
Who  says  they  were? 

^  GABRIELE 

£       She  used  to  be  out  at  the  garage  all  the  time. 

<u 

S  FRIEDA 

—      He's  a  mechanic.  He  was  fixing  her  car. 
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GABRIELE 
No  one  has  that  much  car  trouble.  What  about  the  Sutherlands' boy?  Back 
in  jail? 

FRIEDA 
I  wouldn't  know. 

GABRIELE 
Oh,  come  on,  Frieda!  You're  the  only  operator  on  duty  in  a  town  with  less 
than  a  thousand  people  in  it.  You've  got  to  be  overhearing  something  juicy. 


Allison  Sherwood 

FRIEDA 
It's  not  my  job  to  listen  in  on  other  people's  conversations. 

GABRIELE 
Aren't  you  ever  tempted  to  listen  in  just  because  you're  curious? 

FRIEDA 

No. 

GABRIELE 
Figures.  Righteously  boring  to  the  end. 

FRIEDA 
Will  you  close  that  window?  It's  too  bright. 

GABRIELE 
It's  too  gloomy.  No  wonder  you're  moody.  How  can  you  stand  to  work  in 
this  dungeon  day  after  day? 

FRIEDA 
By  remembering  that  I  have  bills  to  pay  and  a  family  to  feed. 

(The  same  light  on  the  switchboard 

as  before  turns  on.  FRIEDA  plugs  g 

in  a  cable  and  speaks  into  the  head  — 

set.  GABRIELE  picks  up  the  end  of  91 

a  long  cable  on  the  floor  and  starts 

to  fidget  with  it.) 

Operator...  Yes,  Mrs.  Franklin.  One  moment  please. 

(She  plugs  in  a  second  cable  and 
flips  the  switches  up.  Pause.  She 
pulls  out  the  second  cable  and  flips 
the  switches  down.) 


Allison  Sherwood 

Mrs.  Franklin?  Mr.  Hall  is  still  not  responding.  Are  you  sure  there  isn't 
another  number  where  you'd  like  to  try  to  reach  him? 

(Pause) 

Then  I  suggest  you  wait  a  few  hours  before  you  try  to  call  again. 

(Pause) 
You're  welcome.  Goodbye. 

(She  pulls  out  the  first  cable.) 

GABRIELE 
So  this  Mrs.  Franklin  really  wants  you  to  hook  her  up  with  Mr.  Hall.  A  secret 
rendezvous? 

FRIEDA 
Gabriele,  she's  83. 

(She  crosses  to  close  the  window  herself.) 

S  GABRIELE 

£       Well,  then  how  is  my  little  Sofie?  Leave  it  open. 

£  FRIEDA 

I  don't  want  it  open. 
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GABRIELE 
What  are  you  hiding  from? 

FRIEDA 
I'm  not  hiding  from  anything. 

GABRIELE 
This  room  needs  some  air. 


Allison  Sherwood 
FRIEDA 


It  already  has  plenty  of  air. 


GABRIELE 
Then  it  needs  some  light. 

FRIEDA 
I  can  see  perfectly  well. 

GABRIELE 
Are  you  a  mole? 

FRIEDA 
Gabriele,  quit  it!  I  workhere,  this  is  my  office  and  my  window,  so  I  decide 
what  to  do  with  it. 

(She  closes  the  window  and  draws 
the  curtain.) 

GABRIELE 
So  where  is  Sofie?  I  thought  she'd  be  here  with  you. 

FRIEDA  | 

At  school.  Leave  that  cable  alone.  You  are  going  to  stretch  it,  and  then  it  will        & 
be  useless.  % 


(GABRIELE  spins  the  end  of  the  93 

cable  in  the  air.) 

GABRIELE 

(laughing) 
Oh  Frieda!  You  are  cruel!  I  mean  we  all  understand  that  education  is  impor- 
tant, but  really,  the  child  is  four! 

FRIEDA 
She's  six. 


> 

CD 

en 


What? 


Sofie  is  six. 


She  can't  be. 


Allison  Sherwood 

(Beat.  The  cable  falls  limp.) 

GABRJELE 

FRIEDA 

GABRIELE 


FRIEDA 
She  can.  In  fact,  your  daughter  can  be  and  do  all  sorts  of  things,  like  walk  and 
talk  and  read  and  count.  Yeah,  count.  It's  impressive.  She  has  a  real  gift  for 
numbers,  but  I  guess  she  didn't  get  that  from  her  mother. 

(Again,  the  same  light  on  the  switch 
board.  FRIEDA  plugs  in  a  cable 
and  speaks  into  the  headset.  GA 
BRIELE  resumes  figetting  with  the 
cable.) 

Operator...  Yes,  Mrs.  Franklin...  Very  well,  I'll  try  again. 


%  ( She  plugs  in  a  second  cable  and 

flips  the  switches  up.  Pause.  She 

94  pulls  out  the  second  cable  and  flips 

the  switches  down.) 

Mrs.  Franklin?  He's  not  there.  Is  this  an  emergency?  Would  you  like  me  to 
connect  you  to  the  authorities? 

(Pause) 

No,  ma'am.  I  don't  know  where  he  is. 

(Pause) 


You're  welcome. 


Allison  Sherwood 

(She  pulls  out  the  first  cable. 
GABRIELE 


I  want  to  see  her. 


FRIEDA 
What  did  you  come  for?  Is  it  money?  Because  if  it  is,  I  don't  have  it. 


(She  opens  her  purse.) 


Look,  ten  bucks.  It's  all  I  have.  You  can  call  a  taxi  at  least.  Put  that  cord 
down  before  you  tear  it  up. 

(GABRIELE  absently  coils  the  cable 
around  her  arm.) 


I  don't  want  your  money. 


Then  why  are  you  here? 


How  was  the  funeral? 


GABRIELE 

FRIEDA 

(Beat) 

GABRIELE 

(Beat) 

FRIEDA 


How  did  you  hear  about  that? 


GABRIELE 
Aunt  Margaret  called  me.  Actually,  it  was  kind  of  funny.  She  was  so  excited 
to  be  calling  on  her  new  rotary  dial  telephone.  I  didn't  have  the  heart  to  tell 
her  that  people  have  been  using  those  for  ten,  well  fifteen  years,  but  I  guess 
we  can  say  she's  with  the  times.  I  mean,  you  don't  even  have  a  phone. 
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Allison  Sherwood 

FRIEDA 
I  don't  need  one.  There  isn't  anyone  I  want  to  talk  to. 

GABRIELE 
It's  wild  what  they  can  do  now.  You  know,  I  read  somewhere  that  they  made  a 
phone  call  all  the  way  around  the  world  last  year. 

FRIEDA 
You  were  reading? 

GABRIELE 
Okay,  so  maybe  I  heard  it  somewhere.  I  must  have  been  with  George.  Or 
was  it  Ed? 

FRIEDA 
Typical. 

GABRIELE 
It's  amazing  really.  I  mean,  think  about  it.  Sending  words  we  say  through  a 
wire  to  reach  someone  on  the  other  side.  To  connect  with  someone. 


I  FRIEDA 

£       Unless  I  pull  the  plug. 
%  GABRIELE 

—      You  would. 


FRIEDA 
Gabriele,  get  out  of  here. 

GABRIELE 
Tell  me  about  the  funeral.  Please? 

FRIEDA 
It  was  nice.  Quiet.  Just  the  way  Mother  would  have  liked  it.  I  was  glad  it 
was  finally  over.  She  was  just  skin  and  bones.  The  preacher  said  some  nice 
things.  Sofie  put  daisies  on  the  grave.  It  didn't  rain.  For  some  reason  it 


always  rains  at  funerals. 
I  wish  I  had  been  there. 

I'm  glad  you  weren't. 


Allison  Sherwood 


GABRIELE 


FRIEDA 


GABRIELE 
Frieda,  I  have  to  tell  you  something.  Something  important.  I  met  this  guy... 

FRIEDA 
Are  you  pregnant? 

GABRIELE 
No!  It's  not  like  that.  Don't  interrupt.  He  was  a  lot  of  fun,  andhetookme 
to  this  bar.  Well,  it  was  more  like  a  tavern,  I  guess.  It  had  a  sort  of  creepy, 
Old  World  feel  to  it.  A  fight  broke  out,  and  one  guy  pulled  a  gun.  I  couldn't 
tell  if  he  was  crazy,  drunk  or  just  plain  angry,  but  he  started  firing.  Someone 
got  shot  and  fell  down.  I  couldn't  see  if  anybody  else  got  hit.  I  was  hiding 
under  the  table ,  and  all  I  could  think  about  was  I  didn't  want  to  die  alone . 

FRIEDA 
You  weren't  alone.  You  were  with  Mr.  Fun  in  a  room  full  of  idiots. 


> 

GABRIELE  £ 

No,  I  mean  I  wasn't  with  the  people  who  mattered.  I  wasn't  where  I  be-  

longed.  Then  Aunt  Margaret  called  and  told  me  Mom  had  died,  and  I  knew  I  97 
needed  to  come  home. 

FRIEDA 
For  what? 

GABRIELE 
For  good. 

FRIEDA 

No. 


Allison  Sherwood 

GABRIELE 
What? 

FRIEDA 
No,  you  made  your  choice.  You  left.  You  abandoned  your  daughter  and  left 
me  to  take  care  of  everything  by  myself. 

GABRIELE 
No,I- 

FRIEDA 
Ever  since  we  were  kids.  You  made  a  mess  of  things,  I  cleaned  it  up,  and  you 
got  to  have  your  fun.  But  you  know  what?  I'm  not  doing  it  anymore. 

GABRIELE 
This  is  not  what  Mom  would  have  wanted. 

FRIEDA 
What  do  you  know  about  what  Mother  would  have  wanted? !  What  have  I 
been  doing  for  the  last  three  years?  Not  dodging  bullets  in  bars !  When  she 
^       couldn't  talk  anymore,  I  knew  what  she  wanted  just  by  looking  her  in  the 
eyes.  I  carried  her.  I  fed  her.  I  bathed  her.  Every  single  day.  And  where 
were  you?  WHERE  WERE  YOU?! 
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(Again,  the  same  light  on  the  switch 

98  board.  FRIEDA  plugs  in  a  cable  and 

speaks  into  the  headset.) 

WHAT?  No,  Mrs.  Franklin.  I  cannot  connect  you  to  someone  I  cannot 
reach !  He  probably  just  wants  to  be  left  alone ! 

(She  pulls  out  the  cable.) 

I  want  you  to  leave. 


Allison  Sherwood 

GABRIELE 
I  know  what  this  is  about.  You're  afraid. 

FRIEDA 
I'm  not  afraid.  I  just  can't  trust  you.  Now  leave. 


(GABRIELE  takes  the  cable 
wrapped  around  her  arm  and 
restrains  FRIEDA,  twisting  their 
wrists  together.  FRIEDA  struggles 
to  free  her  hands.) 


Let  me  go! 


GABRIELE 
Just  listen  for  a  second.  I  know.  I've  been  a  selfish  idiot.  Heft.  I  ran  away. 
And  I'm  sorry.  I  don't  even  know  how  old  my  own  daughter  is.  You  don't 
owe  me  anything,  but  we  need  each  other. 

FRIEDA 
I  don't  need  chaos. 

GABRIELE 
So  you  don't  trust  anyone  and  sit  in  dark  rooms  by  yourself.  Frieda,  that's 
not  living. 

(Beat) 

FRIEDA 
My  life  is  none  of  your  business. 

(GABRIELE  twists  more  of  the  cable 
around  their  arms.) 

GABRIELE 
We  are  tied  together.  We  are  sisters.  Let  us  help  each  other.  We're  stron- 
ger together. 
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Allison  Sherwood 

(Pause.  FRIEDA  releases  GABRIELE's 
grip,  frees  herself,  and  holds  the  cable  in  her 
hands.) 

FRIEDA 
I  don't  want  your  help,  and  I  don't  think  I  can  help  you  anymore. 

GABRIELE 
Frieda,  please.  Please  don't  let  me  go. 

(FRIEDA  looks  down  at  the  long  cable  in  her 
hands.) 

FRIEDA 
If  you  leave  again,  you  won't  be  hurting  me.  You'll  be  hurting  Sofie.  And  if 
you  hurt  her,  I  don't  care  how,  I'll  cut  every  tie  between  us. 

GABRIELE 
I  won't.  I  promise  you,  I  won't. 

FRIEDA 
^       Yeah,  well.  We'll  see. 

> 

a:  ( She  drops  the  cable  and  turns  her  back  to 

$  GABRIELE,  facing  the  switchboard. 

Blackout.) 
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Amelia  Smith 


The  Veil 


Wails  warp  the  silence, 
faces  drenched  in  tears. 
I  see  the  blanched  pine 
coffin,  the  corpse  pale 
grey.  Her  granite  face 
peacefully  troubled,  solemn. 
Drifting  through  the 
mourners,  I  try  to  comfort  my  kin; 
my  friends.  As  I  speak,  they  look 
past  me,  through  me. 

lam 
unheard. 

Aware  of  what  I've  become, 
I  now  rest. 


> 
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John  Watkins 
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Christmas  Bauble 


the  red  glass  shattered 
spattering  like  blood 

giving  up  itself 
like  striking  a  match 

but  without  the  fire 
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The  Homeless 


He  stood  in  the  street,  an  empty  bottle 
wobbling,  nothing  inside  to  keep 
it  balanced.  Or  he  was  a  pear  tree 
in  heavy  wind,  a  tree  that's  too  weak  to  support 
the  weight  of  its  own  branches,  by  design. 
I  never  wait  around  to  find  out. 
His  worn-out  belt  of  a  face, 
revealing  memories 
turned  to  photographs- 
gas  pumps  and  a  brown  paper  bag, 
the  staring  faces  inside 
the  laundromat,  his  daughter 
or  only  the  outline  of  her  face. 
He  had  no  continuity 
to  show  him  where  he  was. 

He  moved  from  the  street  to  the  sidewalk,  climbing  it 
with  legs  like  telephone  wires  in  heavy  wind. 

He  fell  to  a  stop  sign,  £ 

using  it  to  keep  an  idea  ^ 

of  balance .  A  cop  drove  by— capable  % 

hands  of  a  father—  

and  moved  on.  103 


Devin  White 


Not  Silence 


Little  Sister  comes  into  my  room, 

Looking  for  a  place  to  drown 

Out  the  voices,  but  they  echo 

Throughout  the  house; 

Not  even  stuffing  pillows 

Into  our  ears  make  those  voices  any  less 

Fierce.  They  drown 

Out  the  gentle  sobbing,  and  we  can  only  wait  until 

Tomorrow,  when  the  enemy  forces 

Are  replaced  by  our  parents. 

Our  beds  are  trenches, 

We,  reluctant  soldiers, 

Withstanding  the  barrage  of  yells,  screams,  and  the  crunch  of  a  broken  table 

till 
Finally  like  the  last  brightly  lit  shell,  "Get  a  lawyer," 
The  barrage  ends  with  the  slam  of  a  door. 
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Fire  alarm. 

104 

lam 

Frozen. 

Minutes 

Crawl, 

Reluctant, 

Carefully 

Plodding. 

lam 

Holding 

Devin  White 
My  breath 

Sinking. 

Tears 

Trickle, 

Like  air 

Bubbles 

Rising  downward. 

A  creak  at  the  door, 

Areturningvoice, 

I  can  breathe  once  more. 

I  gulp  in  daggered  air,  thankful 

It  is  not  silence. 


> 

<L> 
OH 


105 


Drew  Wright 
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Topheth 


The  Valley  was 
my  name. 
Before  they  came 
like  wolves  descending 
into  the  flesh-den. 
Coming  as 
rapists  into  Sodom, 
and  I  am  no  child 
that  can  flee  Gomorrah. 
My  ears  are  clanging, 
bells  of  dismal  disaster. 
The  bleating  of  sheep, 
given  violent  way 
to  the  tumult 
of  beating  hearts. 
And  at  my  heart- 
altars, 
daggers, 
bile  and  blood. 
%       Incessant  cackling. 

Once  Eretz-Yisrael 

1  u  o      reached  out  to  me , 
soft  arms  that 
grew  up  vineyards. 
Her  fingers  burst 
into  cypress  sprouts 
among  my  fields. 

But  now, 

my  vineyards  are  burned. 

Charred  ash 


Drew  Wright 

cloaks  me  like 
sackcloth. 
In  me  they 

cut  the  sheepish  throats, 
their  children  shaking 
in  wool  coats. 
Dancing  dark  figures 
creep  and  contort, 
dripping  rancid  saliva 
over  blazing-wood  pyres. 
My  soil  lies  soaked, 
a  burning  nourishment 
that  gnaws  at  my 
rocky  bones. 
Eruptions  of  howling, 
shrieking  wails  rip 
the  charcoal  aroma 
of  night  air, 
reverberating  amidst 
the  saturating, 

wicked  cackles.  ^ 

> 

Baal,  f 

his  face  a  crag  ij 

of  bony  joints,  ^Q7 
smiles. 


"> 
(XL 


108 


Bethany  Yankie 

An  Ode  to  Umbrellas 


Was  it  that  horizon  blank  and  seamless, 
snow-sunk  in  its  seat, 

that  painted  him  a  brooding  black  intrusion  on  the  street- 
brandishing  an  umbrella,  and  dreaming  of  heat? 
He  had  contrived  on  docking  at  this  station, 
reviewing  creased  new  papers,  frowning  at  the  times 
in  their  crowded  ink, 
thinking  it  was  five  o'clock. 

With  dislocated  eyes  steering  her  south, 

she  came  shortly  after, 

had  a  misused  mouth  bloodstained 

with  lipstick  laughter.  Commanding 

the  corner,  she  tightened  trench  coat  with  authority, 

her  flesh  loose  underneath.  Produced  her  pass,  perused 

her  past,  and  filed  away  a  nod  to  the  filled  seat. 

Soon  vaulting  into  vacancy,  she  ventured 
near  the  compass  bedded 


5       beneath  her  left  breast,  breathless , 


A  stunning,  cunning  sense  pervading  forth, 

hot  and  horrid.  Going  florid, 

she  prayed  he  didn't  know  it  pointed  north. 

Oh!  to  be  directionless, 
To  have  no  destination! 

It  all  might  have  been  quite  avoided 
Were  his  mind  resigned  to  bus  routes, 
Or  frustration  over  stocks  and  bonds, 
Or  clocks  that  needed  fixing, 


Bethany  Yankie 

Or  which  one  of  his  shoelaces  was  liable  to  break, 
Or  how  he  liked  his  steak, 
Or  something  respectable. 

But  he  was  not  the  sort 
to  cavort  with  such  good  sense, 
a  pretense  on  which  her  silence  grew  immense- 
swift  capsizing  next  to  him  gripped  him  at  a  glance. 
He  offered  his  umbrella  and  raised  his  gaze  askance, 
silently  beseeching  her  to  dance. 
She  wouldn't  have  him. 
He  wondered  why. 

Oh!  to  be  directionless, 
To  have  no  destination! 

For  she  knew,  she  thought, 

It  servile  to  accept,  reviled  the  invitation 

For  she  knew,  she  thought  only. . . 

Assaulting  with  a  glare  | 

The  guileless  suit,  the  face,  > 

Hated  all  the  ordered  things  she  found  there .  ^ 

And  in  disgrace,  remembered  fj 

she  was  scared  to  death  of  symmetry,  ^  qq 
terrified  of  destinations.  But— 

Oh!  to  be  directionless, 
To  have  no  destination! 
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Matthew  Young 

Heroes 

"I  don't  understand  what  you  don't  understand,"  the  knight  ex- 
plained to  the  wizard.  The  broad  shouldered  man  of  steel  responded  to  his 
fellow  hero  with  indignation.  Every  second  they  wasted  put  their  quest  at 
risk.  He  was  the  leader  after  all,  and  his  three  companions  were  the  followers. 

"How  do  you  know  where  you're  going?"  the  wizard  replied.  Care- 
ful procedural  review  pertained  imperatively  to  a  successful  mission.  It  was 
his  job  to  make  sure  the  most  efficient  and  logical  decisions  came  to  fruition. 
He  was  the  sensible  one  after  all,  and  his  three  companions  simply  could  not 
quite  grasp  the  severity  of  the  situation. 

"It's  easy.  You  just  follow  the  conveniently  cut  path,"  the  archer  re- 
plied. It  made  perfect  sense  to  him.  Kill  the  villain,  save  the  princess,  and  be 
awesome  in  the  process.  The  archer's  good  looks  and  unquestionable  agility 
would  come  in  handy  for  that  last  part.  His  three  companions  would  simply 
have  to  accept  the  awesomeness  that  allowed  the  archer  to  dominate  every- 
thing. 

"As  long  as  I  get  paid,"  the  thief  muttered.  Even  though  things 
looked  grim  for  the  "heroes"  that  he  followed  around,  it  seemed  that  a 
substantial  reward  for  his  "services"  might  find  its  way  into  his  pocket.  Other 


QJ 
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cz       than  the  bottom  line,  little  else  mattered. 


a?  "Right.  The  plan  is  we  go  along  the  path,  through  the  woods ,  over 

the  mountain,  and  into  the  dark  tower.  That's  where  the  evil  sorcerer  is  keep- 
ing the  princess,"  the  knight  explained  once  again.  Surely,  if  only  the  brave 
and  noble  quest  undertakers  would  just  begin  their  heroic  journey,  then  all 
the  deeds  of  chivalry  would  burst  forth  from  their  hearts  and  the  day  would  be 
theirs! 

The  knight  hailed  from  a  noble  birth,  yet  his  rank  remained  unreal- 
ized. His  father  had  fought  bravely  and  justly  but  died  when  the  young  knight 
could  scarce  swing  a  mace,  betrayed  by  a  villain  most  foul.  As  a  youth,  the 
knight  swore  vengeance  for  his  father's  death.  This  quest  to  the  dark  tower 
would  bring  them  to  the  very  man  that  slew  his  father.  Oh,  the  fates  would 
sing  of  his  deeds  for  centuries  to  come! 


Matthew  Young 

"It  just  seems  too  predictable. . . ,"  the  wizard  muttered.  Although  the 
shortest  distance  between  two  points  was,  in  fact,  a  straight  line,  distance 
and  travel  time  did  not  always  enjoy  a  direct  relationship.  Factors  needed 
accounting  for,  such  as  the  chance  of  encountering  enemies,  the  terrain  they 
might  encounter,  logistical  issues  of  supply,  weaponry,  and  fatigue.  What 
about  topography  and  cartography?  Had  they  explored  any  kind  of  diplo- 
matic options?  How  did  they  know  that  they  were,  in  fact,  following  what  the 
knight  might  call  the  path  of  glory  and  righteousness?  What  was  "righteous- 
ness" anyway?  What  if  his  definition  of  righteousness  differed  severely  from 
that  of  his  companions? 

The  wizard  wondered  these  things  as  he  mused  on  the  nature  of  be- 
ing. His  childhood  had  been  one  of  isolation  and  intrigue.  Although  raised 
in  the  castle  by  a  noble  family,  his  strange  prowess  and  intelligence  always 
drove  his  parents  and  friends  away.  However,  this  allowed  the  wizard  the  time 
to  read,  study,  and  develop  his  intellect.  Above  all,  he  valued  knowledge  and 
wisdom. 

"What  do  you  think?"  the  knight  asked  the  archer.  The  archer  was 
too  busy  flexing  to  pay  attention.  If  only  he  could  remember  the  name  of 
those  two  girls  that  he  had  met  at  the  tavern. . . 

The  archer's  past  is  totally  awesome.  He  was  not  born  of  noble 
blood,  you  see;  he  had  to  work  his  way  up  to  the  top.  All  the  years  he  spent  | 

running,  jumping,  and  shooting  stuff— yeah,  he'd  forgotten  all  about  learning 
how  to  farm,  but  now  he  had  finally  made  it  to  the  top.  The  girls  would  be  all 
over  him  and  that  stupid  line  about  being  unemployed  would  stop  haunting 
all  the  taverns. 

"Glad  we're  all  in  agreement  then,"  the  knight  concluded  and  started 
his  heroic  march  down  the  road.  They  would  remember  that  it  was  from  this 
spot  that  the  epic  tale  began. 

"Did  anyone  ask  me  what  I  think?"  the  thief  whispered  to  himself, 
"Nope."  The  thief  suspected  he  might  develop  into  the  least  popular  charac- 
ter during  the  journey,  but  that  did  not  matter  to  him  in  the  slightest. 
Money-that  mattered.  His  inability  to  control  the  group  notwithstanding,  he 
had  the  potential  to  make  quite  a  profit. 

The  thief  spent  his  childhood  on  the  streets,  doing  whatever  it  took 
to  survive.  Morals  were  a  luxury  he  could  not  afford.  There  were  those  with 
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power  and  those  without  power.  A  key  sub-theme  of  power  was  wealth.  The 
thief  wanted  very  much  to  possess  such  power. 

"What  about  the  bodies?"  the  wizard  asked  as  he  pointed  back 
towards  the  forest's  edge.  Logic  dictated  that  in  order  to  divert  enemy  atten- 
tion from  their  objective,  some  sort  of  strategy  be  employed.  Misinformation 
and  deception  were  powerful  tactics  and  wisdom  suggested  that  the  heroes 
should  invoke  their  use  in  this  instance. 

"We  don't  have  time  for  that;  we  have  to  rescue  the  princess! "  the 
knight  exclaimed.  He  waved  around  the  piece  of  parchment  that  contained 
both  the  map  and  the  king's  pleading  instructions  to  the  brave  heroes  who 
had  come  so  close  to  victory,  but,  as  apparent  by  their  war  torn  corpses,  had 
not  succeeded.  The  knight,  undeterred,  had  immediately  taken  upon  the 
entire  group  of  questers  an  oath  to  complete  the  quest  for  which  these  poor 
dead  had  given  their  very  lives. 

"Fine,"  the  wizard  finally  relented  as  he  set  his  staff  against  his  shoul- 
der. Deferring  from  his  own  superior  tactical  knowledge,  he,  for  the  sake  of 
maintaining  unit  cohesion,  would  follow  the  however  impaired  leadership 
of  the  knight.  Logical  strategy  always  supported  a  unified  force.  The  archer 
looked  up  briefly,  but  he  hadn't  been  paying  attention  to  anything  except  his 
own  awesomeness .  Was  her  name  Tisha?  Trisha?  Hmmm. . .  It  would  come  to 
him  in— Was  that  a  squirrel? ! 

"Okay,  it's  this  way,"  the  knight  said  as  he  pointed  with  his  unnec- 
essarily large  sword.  He  shifted  the  heavy  shield  onto  his  back  and  began 
noisily  walking  backwards,  not  turning  around  until  he  was  sure  he  was  being 
j  2  2      followed  by  his  noble  and  brave  companions .  Their  reluctance  only  served  to 
further  his  dreams  of  glory. 

The  other  three  all  reluctantly  followed.  Thus,  the  heroic  four  recom- 
menced their  quest  to  save  the  princess. 

The  knight  led  the  way  that  he  knew  was  right,  because  he,  being 
a  true  hero,  had  been  in  situations  like  this  before.  The  wizard  constantly 
complained  when  unnecessary  risks  were  taken  or  when  the  proper  marching 
strategy  was  not  employed.  The  archer  had  no  clue  of  anything  that  was  going 
on  except  that  he  was  awesome.  Also,  maybe  it  was  Patricia?  The  thief  quietly 
lurked  in  the  rear,  allowing  everyone  else  to  do  the  work  for  him.  The  four 
finally  arrived  at  the  dark  forest's  edge  after  an  entire  half  hour  of  walking. 
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"So,  like,  this  is  kind  of  getting  old,"  the  archer  complained.  The 
wizard  and  the  knight  looked  at  each  other. 

"What  would  make  you  happy,  then?"  the  wizard  asked. 

"Like,  I  don't  know.  I'm  bored.  You  guys  keep  leading,"  the  archer 
said  as  he  shrugged.  The  thief  successfully  resisted  the  urge  to  stab  the 
archer. 

"All  right,  let's  get  through  these  woods.  As  long  as  we  stay  on 
the  conveniently  marked  path,  we  should  find  our  way  out,"  the  knight 
explained.  The  four  brave  souls  ventured  forward  into  the  dark  forest,  not 
knowing  what  dire  evils  awaited  them. 

"Wagh!  Braaaaaaaaaaaains ! "  A  creature  that  could  only  be  the  living 
dead  stood  in  the  conveniently  marked  path  through  the  dark  and  treach- 
erous forest.  He  stood,  clothes  tattered,  flesh  rancid  and  putrid.  His  eyes 
showed  nothing  but  white. . .  and  pure  evil. 

"Stand  back  you  three,  I'll  take  care  of  this ! "  the  knight  said  as  he 
drew  his  unnecessarily  large  sword  from  his  scabbard.  This  would  be  his  first 
of  a  series  of  victories  surely  to  follow  this  most  grand  battle.  The  wizard 
rolled  his  eyes.  A  frontal  assault  provided  an  equal  opportunity  for  a  poten- 
tially deadly  counter  attack  from  one's  opponent.  The  thief  didn't  care  as 
long  as  someone  else  took  care  of  it.  Maybe  this  was  a  rich  zombie. 

The  knight  slowly  approached  the  zombie.  However,  in  a  moment 
that  can  only  be  described  as  a  miracle,  the  archer  suddenly  grasped  the  real- 
ity of  the  situation. 

"Guys,"  he  said  as  he  pulled  an  arrow  out  of  his  quiver.  "I  am...,"  he 
continued  as  he  notched  the  arrow,  "so  awesome ! "  the  archer  cried  as  he  let        -. .. « 
loose  his  glorious  attack  upon  the  dreaded  undead  monster.  However,  the 
archer  had  begun  to  ignore  his  practice  with  his  bow  in  favor  of  the  ladies  at 
the  tavern,  causing  his  accuracy  to  suffer.  Rather  than  striking  the  monster, 
he  struck  the  knight  in  the  back  of  his  leg. 

"Aggrrrhh! "  the  knight  cried  as  he  fell  over.  The  archer  was  not 
deterred  as  he  quickly  notched  another  and  aimed  at  the  zombie. 

"This  monster  is  going  down."  The  wizard  and  thief  quickly  dove  for 
cover.  The  zombie  held  his  hands  up  as  if  to  try  and  surrender,  but  the  arrow 
flew  too  high  and  to  the  left.  The  archer  threw  his  bow  and  pouted.  This  was  a 
stupid  idea  anyway. 
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The  knight  still  shrieked  in  pain.  The  thief  did  not  know  whether  to 
laugh  or  cry.  The  wizard,  however,  seeing  his  glorious  opportunity  to  take 
charge,  leveled  his  staff  at  the  creature.  Tactically,  his  advantage  in  ranged 
combat  should  prove  sufficient  to  provide  an  effective  offensive  maneuver. 
The  zombie  tried  to  shuffle  off  the  path  as  he  realized  that  this  wasn't  just  any 
traveling  party.  Red  hot  flames  leaped  from  the  wizard's  staff  and  overtook 
the  zombie. 

"You  people  always  take  things  too  far! "  the  zombie  cried  as  he  fled 
deeper  into  the  woods,  parts  of  his  clothing  still  aflame. 

"I  saved  us! "  the  wizard  cried,  temporarily  losing  his  calm  and  logical 
demeanor.  However,  the  thief  was  too  busy  trying  to  steal  the  wallet  from  the 
screaming  knight  while  the  archer  was  trying  to  break  his  obviously  defective 
bow.  "Hmmph,"  the  wizard  said  as  he  crossed  his  arms  over  his  chest. 
"Well,  should  we  keep  going?"  the  wizard  asked,  slightly  bemused  with  the 
knight's  loss  of  pride  and  loss  of  wallet.  The  knight  finally  calmed  down  and 
took  a  look  at  his  wound. 

"You  shot  me ! "  he  cried  out  as  he  pointed  a  finger  at  the  archer,  who 
simply  shrugged. 

"No  I  didn't,"  he  said,  almost  sincerely. 

"Yes,  you  did,"  the  other  three  said  in  unison.  It  was  obviously  a 
mistake;  he  was  too  awesome  to  do  something  that  stupid. .  .Yet,  something 
about  their  argument  compelled  him.  Luckily  for  the  archer,  he  had  returned 
to  a  complete  state  of  obliviousness. 

"I'm  fine,"  the  knight  said  as  the  thief  pretended  he  had  been  trying 
ju      to  help  the  knight  the  whole  time .  The  knight  stood.  "We'd  better  find  an 
inn  to  rest  a  while.  It'll  be  dark  soon  and  more  monsters  will  come  out,"  he 
explained  as  he  began  to  hobble  along  the  conveniently  marked  path. 

"Sounds  good  to  me,"  the  thief  said  as  he  returned  to  his  position  in 
the  rear  of  the  group.  The  wizard  checked  to  make  sure  his  wallet  was  where 
it  should  be. 

The  heroic  group  was  not  deterred  by  their  minor  setback,  and 
although  they  were  slightly  slowed  by  the  knight's  limp,  they  made  it  to  the 
only  structure  within  the  dark  forest,  the  Unnamed  Inn. 

The  innkeeper  was  a  large  man  who  had  lost  the  hair  in  the  center  of 
his  head. 


"> 

CD 
(D 


Matthew  Young 

"Welcome  to  the  Unnamed  Inn,"  he  said  as  poured  four  pints  of  ale 
into  four  mostly  clean  mugs.  "We  have  four  fresh  beds  ready  for  you.  After 
all,  you  four  are  our  best  customers." 

"That's  good,"  the  knight  said,  relieved  to  finally  rest  his  damaged 
leg. 

"That's  convenient,"  the  wizard  said  as  he  narrowed  his  eyes. 

"That's  awesome ! "  the  archer  yelled  as  he  ran  upstairs,  grateful  to 
get  away  from  the  knight  who  kept  staring  at  him  with  a  look  that  sent  dag- 
gers into  the  archer's  heart.  The  wizard,  suddenly  overcome  by  a  moment  of 
virtue,  helped  the  knight  up  the  stairs  and  into  his  room.  The  thief  swallowed 
his  ale  and  headed  upstairs  but  turned  back  around  after  giving  it  a  moment's 
thought.  He  pulled  the  other  three  mugs  toward  him  and  pulled  his  dark 
cloak  back  from  over  his  head. 

"You  know,"  the  thief  said  as  he  downed  a  second  ale,  "I  don't 
always  like  being  the  thief. "  The  innkeeper  looked  around,  hoping  that  the 
slightly  inebriated  man  wasn't  trying  to  make  conversation. 

"Itss,  not  alwaysss  ssso  good,"  the  thief  said,  now  working  on  his 
third  ale.  The  innkeeper  grabbed  the  fourth  before  the  thief  could.  This  was 
going  to  be  a  long  night. 

The  next  morning,  the  wizard  paid  the  bill  since  the  knight  couldn't 
seem  to  find  his  wallet.  The  four  heroes  began  the  next  part  of  their  journey  | 

to  the  dreaded  Fire  Mountain  of  Fire.  They  walked  more  slowly  than  yester- 
day since  the  knight  was  still  limping  and  the  thief  was  still  hung-over .  After 
a  grueling  hike  of  yet  another  half  hour,  the  brave  men  arrived  at  the  base  of 
the  Fire  Mountain  of  Fire.  Oh,  the  peril!  ^  ^  r 

"Let  me  guess,"  the  wizard  asked  sarcastically  as  he  eyed  the  incline. 
"We  follow  the  conveniently  marked  path  that  conveniently  takes  us  up  a 
mountain?"  The  wizard's  calm  attitude  succumbed  to  sarcasm  yet  again.  It 
pained  him  to  see  wisdom  ignored. 

"You're  learning! "  the  knight  said  with  mock  enthusiasm.  The 
knight  also  found  his  elegant  prose  replaced  by  sarcasm. 

"Why  are  we  saving  this  princess  again?  Why  can't  she  save  herself?" 
The  wizard's  complaining  was  starting  to  get  on  everyone's  nerves  at  this 
point— even  the  archer  who  was  barely  aware  enough  to  realize  he  was  getting 
annoyed.  Latisha,  maybe? 
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The  party  dismissed  his  feeble  attempts  at  an  alternative  suggestion 
and  began  the  massive,  nearly  impossible  climb.  After  a  few  minutes,  the 
group  reached  the  top  of  the  enormous  mountain.  Once  they  reached  the 
summit,  it  became  obvious  why  the  Fire  Mountain  of  Fire  was  named  so,  for 
upon  the  summit  there  stood  a  sword  with  its  tip  encased  in  stone.  Its  hilt 
was  gold  and  encased  with  jewels  while  the  blade  gleamed  in  the  sunlight.  No 
finer  weapon  had  any  of  them  ever  seen. 

The  knight  itched  to  wield  such  a  magnificent  blade.  The  wizard  won- 
dered who  had  gone  through  the  trouble  of  placing  the  sword  in  the  stone  in 
the  first  place.  The  thief  wondered  how  much  he  could  sell  it  for  on  the  black 
market.  The  archer  wandered  off  and  was  not  seen  for  several  hours. 

"Only  a  true  champion  can  lift  the  sword,"  the  knight  said  in  awe  as 
he  ran  his  fingers  over  the  hilt. 

"Is  that  what  the  inscription  on  the  stone  says?"  the  wizard  asked. 
The  knight  nodded  serenely.  "You  dolt,"  the  wizard  said  as  he  examined  the 
plaque  that  rested  on  the  center  of  the  stone.  "It  says,  'Any  who  disturbs  the 
sword  also  disturbs  its  guardian.'" 

"It  also  says,  'Made  in-'"  the  thief  started. 

"Enough,  all  of  you! "  the  knight  shouted  as  he  grasped  the  hilt.  "Do 
not  mock  something  so  heroic." 

"We  don't  have  time  for  this,"  the  wizard  muttered  but  doubted  any- 
one would  care  what  he  had  to  say.  "Besides,  what  if  this  guardian  is  a  fierce 
dragon  or  an  ogre?  Don't  expect  me  to  rescue  you  again,"  the  wizard  said  as 
he  turned  his  back  on  the  knight. 
^  2  g  "Such  insolence,"  the  knight  said  as  he  pulled  the  sword  from  the 

stone.  Immediately,  the  sky  darkened  red  and  the  earth  shook.  The  three 
heroes  all  exchanged  uneasy  glances. 

"Well,  I  think  I  left  the  fireplace  on. . . ,"  the  wizard  said  as  he  backed 
up  towards  the  direction  the  group  had  come.  Fire  erupted  from  the  entrance 
to  the  summit,  knocking  the  wizard  off  his  feet  and  back  toward  the  other 
two. 

"Come  on  out,  you  beast! "  the  knight  shouted,  undeterred,  wield- 
ing his  newly  acquired  weapon.  The  earth  around  them  split  open,  and  a 
fiery  dragon  flew  into  the  sky  from  beneath  the  ground.  The  red  dragon  spat 
flames  from  his  mouth  as  he  landed  upon  the  summit  on  his  hind  legs,  send- 
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ing  a  tremor  across  the  entire  mountain.  The  knight  was  now  quite  deterred. 
How  was  anyone  supposed  to  fight  something  so  big? 

"Take  the  wizard! "  the  thief  and  the  knight  both  shouted  as  they 
cowered  behind  rocks  and  pointed  to  the  wizard  who  was  still  sitting  where 
he  had  fallen,  too  dumbstruck  to  move. 

"Who  dares  disturb  my  slumber?"  the  dragon  roared  as  he  hissed 
and  spat  fire  from  his  mouth.  The  knight,  having  had  a  moment  to  fully  em- 
brace his  impending  doom,  shakily  stood  to  his  feet. 

"It  is  I,  the  greatest  knight  in  all  the  1-1-land! "  the  knight  said,  only 
slightly  stuttering.  The  dragon  looked  at  him  and  spotted  the  sword  he  was 
holding. 

"Dang  kids,"  the  dragon  muttered  as  he  snatched  the  sword  from  the 
knight's  hands  and  threw  it  over  his  shoulder.  "Get  off  of  my  property! "  he 
shouted  and  descended  back  into  his  lair.  The  earth  ceased  shaking  and  the 
sky  returned  to  a  normal  color.  The  three  heroes  stared  at  each  other,  unsure 
how  they  had  overcome  this,  thus  far  their  greatest  obstacle.  It  could  only 
have  been  because  of  their  undeterred  bravery,  their  stunning  intellect,  and 
their  eye  for  detail.  Agility  and  awesomeness  had  no  part  in  this  challenge  as 
the  archer  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 

The  thief  casually  reached  for  the  sword  and  placed  it  in  his  back- 
pack. The  top  stood  out  and  peeked  over  his  head,  but  no  one  noticed.  The  | 
knight  was  busy  celebrating  his  latest  heroic  act,  and  the  wizard  was  scolding 
him  on  how  he  almost  got  them  killed. 

The  heroes  bravely  continued  on  their  way  down  the  other  side  of 
the  mountain,  navigating  a  perilous  incline  all  the  while.  After  an  exhausting        ^  ^  ~ 
climb  down,  which  took  several  minutes,  the  group  was  finally  reunited. 

"Ahem. . ."  the  knight  began.  The  archer  held  the  beautiful  female 
elf  s  hand  as  he  straightened  out  his  hair  and  smoothed  out  his  clothing.  The 
elf  had  long  blond  hair  and  pointed  ears.  Her  complexion  was  flawless  and 
her  eyes  sparkled  with  youthful  energy. 

"Hey,  guys,"  the  archer  hastily  explained.  "This  is  Trisha.  Trisha, 
the  guys."  The  elf  winked  at  the  wizard  who  began  to  turn  red.  The  knight 
thrust  a  finger  in  the  archer's  general  direction. 

"We  just  fought  an  epic  battle.  Where  were  you?"  the  knight  de- 
manded. 
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"I—"  The  archer  began.  The  others  were  not  impressed.  "Guys,  don't 
worry,"  the  archer  tried.  "Trisha  has  friends."  The  demeanor  of  the  group 
suddenly  changed,  but  the  knight  was  still  set  on  seeing  the  quest  through. 

"We  don't  have  time  for,"  the  knight  glanced  at  the  elf,  "distrac- 
tions. . . "  The  wizard  figured  he  had  plenty  of  time  for  distractions. 

"All  right,  miss,  I'm  going  to  have  to  ask  you  to  leave.  You're  a  bur- 
den to  our  quest,"  the  knight  explained.  Trisha  shrugged  and  walked  past  the 
group. 

"Right,  we're  almost  there.  That's  the  castle  over  in  the  distance." 
The  wizard  groaned.  He  wanted  to  go  home.  No  one  else  cared  and  the  group 
pressed  on. 

The  knight  suspected  a  third  trial.  Surely,  the  heroes  would  have  to 
face  one  final  obstacle.  What  horrible  fate  awaited  them  at  the  evil  lair  was 
anyone's  guess.  What  powers  the  evil  man  who  lived  there  contained  was 
mere  speculation.  Of  all  the  perils  and  horrors  the  group  had  thus  far  faced, 
would  any  of  them  come  close  to  comparison  to  this? ! 

The  party  made  their  way  to  the  castle  gates.  Now  becoming  slightly 
accustomed  to  heroic  acts,  the  party  infiltrated  the  enemy  fortress  with  ease. 
The  wizard  outlined  a  strategy  that  proved  most  effective.  The  thief  scaled 
the  wall  and  opened  the  gates  while  the  knight  knocked  out  the  guard.  The 
wizard  used  his  magic  to  melt  the  locks  on  the  tower  door  while  the  archer's 
confident  demeanor  and  stride  helped  the  group  seem  as  if  they  belonged 
to  the  sleepy  castle  town.  The  four  heroes  rushed  into  the  tallest  room  of 
the  tallest  tower,  which,  as  the  knight  explained,  was  where  princesses  were 
j^g      always  kept. 

As  the  four  heroes  entered  the  room,  their  eyes  were  nearly  blinded 
by- 

"Treasure!"  the  thief  cried.  Mounds  of  gold,  silver,  and  precious 
gems  Uttered  the  room.  Even  the  archer  was  aware  that  the  amount  of  gold 
was  simply  awesome.  The  wizard  and  the  thief  quickly  spotted  a  treasure 
chest  and  lifted  it  up  between  the  two  of  them. 

"All  right,  let's  go! "  The  wizard  said  with  enthusiasm.  The  thief  was 
in  full  agreement. 

"But. . . "  the  knight  looked  at  the  archer  as  if  asking  for  some  sort  of 
information.  The  archer  shrugged. 
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"This  looks  good  to  me,"  the  archer  said  as  he  picked  up  a  ruby  the 
size  of  his  fist. 

"But  we  were  supposed  to  rescue  a  princess. . . ,"  the  knight  mut- 
tered as  he  picked  up  a  golden  sword  and  examined  it.  Still,  they  should  be 
compensated  for  their  trouble.  The  knight  looked  down  at  the  floor,  his  face 
downcast.  The  wizard  nodded  towards  the  knight,  and  the  thief  turned  and 
looked  at  the  sad  hero. 

"Let  me  see  the  instructions,"  the  wizard  asked.  The  knight  reluc- 
tantly handed  the  map  and  message  for  help  over  to  his  companion.  The  thief 
read  over  the  wizard's  shoulder. 

"Hey,  no  problem! "  the  wizard  exclaimed.  "You  just  didn't  read  the 
last  paragraph.  She's  not  actually  being  held  here,  but  this  is  where  we  can 
find  the  money  for  her  ransom.  She's  being  held  at  the  other  castle."  The 
knight  looked  up,  his  face  brightening. 

"So  we  just  have  to  go  back  the  way  we  came  and  ransom  the  princess 
and  we'll  be  heroes ! "  the  thief  nodded  vigorously.  The  knight  and  the  thief 
carried  one  chest,  and  the  archer  and  the  wizard  carried  the  other.  The  group 
quietly  sneaked  out  of  the  castle. 

The  group  traveled  all  night  back  the  way  they  had  come  over  the 
mountain  and  through  the  woods.  Finally,  they  arrived  back  where  the  quest 
had  started.  £ 
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"All  right,  we  have  got  to  take  a  break! "  the  wizard  complained.  His  > 

back  was  going  out.  He  just  knew  it.  * 

"Hey,"  the  knight  said  as  he  examined  the  area.  "This  is  where  our  ij 

heroic  quest  began.  Where  are  the  fallen  four?"  The  wizard  and  the  thief  ^  ^  q 

looked  around. 

"Hmmm,"  they  muttered. 

"Oh,  there  you  are ! "  A  high-pitched  voice  called  out.  A  young  wom- 
an with  golden  hair  and  a  brilliant  blue  dress  stepped  into  view  from  behind  a 
bush.  "You've  come  to  save  me ! "  The  knight  looked  up  and  grinned. 

"Your  majesty! "  he  exclaimed  as  he  dropped  to  one  knee.  Before 
anyone  else  could  move,  another  figure  stepped  out  from  behind  the  bushes. 
The  zombie  from  the  dark  forest  shuffled  toward  the  group.  The  four  heroes, 
even  the  archer,  readied  their  weapons.  It  was  time  to  do  what  they  did  best. 

"Don't  worry  your  highness,  we'll  save  you! "  The  four  charged  the 
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zombie.  However,  the  undead  creature  suddenly  reached  up  to  his  head  and 
pulled  it  off!  At  first,  the  group  stopped  their  attack  in  confusion.  Then,  the 
zombie  removed  the  mask  and  revealed  a  flawless  complexion  and  familiar 
blonde  hair. 

"Trisha! "  the  archer  yelled  as  he  threw  his  bow  aside  and  ran  to  her. 
During  the  confusion,  the  knight  and  the  wizard  guarded  the  princess  while 
the  thief  lurked  behind,  ready  to  back  up  the  group  if  necessary. 

"So,  you  want  to  like,  come  over  later?  I  want  to  tell  you  about  this 
awesome  adventure  we  had,"  the  archer  exclaimed.  Trisha  removed  a  knife 
from  her  hip  and  stabbed  the  archer  in  the  heart.  His  eyes  rolled  back  from 
his  head  as  he  tilted  backwards,  the  blade  still  buried  in  his  chest.  While  ev- 
eryone's eyes  were  watching  the  hero  fall,  the  princess  grabbed  the  wizard's 
staff  and  pointed  it  towards  the  knight.  The  hero  was  too  stunned  to  respond 
as  a  blast  of  fire  turned  his  heavy  armor  into  a  personal  oven.  The  wizard  tried 
to  get  up,  but  Trisha  knocked  him  on  his  back  and  pressed  her  foot  against 
him,  choking  the  life  out  of  the  powerless  man.  The  thief  tried  to  take  flight, 
but  the  princess  had  already  retrieved  the  archer's  bow.  She  pulled  back  the 
string  and  fired  a  shot  into  the  thief  s  back. 

"I  told  you  it  would  be  okay,"  the  princess  exclaimed  as  Trisha 
checked  to  make  sure  the  wizard  was  dead. 

"That's  easy  for  you  to  say.  I  got  burned  in  the  forest,  hit  on  by  a  loser 
at  the  mountain,  and  knocked  out  at  the  castle.  What  happened  to  you?" 

"Hey,  I'm  the  brains,"  the  princess  countered  as  she  helped  Trisha 
move  the  chests  of  treasure  behind  the  bushes.  They  now  had  six  in  total, 
j  20  "We're  rich !  Who  needs  a  prince  when  you  have  investments  in  pre- 

cious metals?" 

"I  hear  someone  coming! "  Trisha  exclaimed.  The  two  women 
quickly  pulled  the  bodies  closer  to  the  conveniently  marked  path  and  then  hid 
themselves  in  the  bushes. 

"Wow,  we've  got  some  bodies ! "  the  first  of  the  four  travelers  warned. 
His  three  companions  looked  around  to  make  sure  nobody  else  was  around. 

"I  want  to  be  the  archer! "  the  second  man  said  as  he  picked  up  the 
quiver  and  the  bow.  He  was  sure  that  his  job  would  require  a  great  deal  of 
awesome  and  was  only  fit  to  be  handled  by  someone  like  himself. 

"I'm  the  only  one  with  brains  in  this  party;  therefore,  I  am  the  wiz- 
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Matthew  Young 

ard,"  the  third  man  said  as  he  placed  the  pointed  blue  hat  on  his  head  and 
twirled  the  staff  in  his  hand.  His  intellect  would  ensure  the  group's  survival. 

"Thief,"  the  fourth  and  smallest  man  said  quietly  as  he  donned  the 
thief  s  hood. 

"And  I'll  be  the  knight,"  the  first  man  said.  After  all,  he  was  the 
leader.  "Hey,  this  note  says  there's  a  princess...  and  she's  in  danger!"  The 
archer  was  too  busy  flexing  his  bow  and  his  muscles.  The  thief  was  deciding 
how  much  money  he  might  make  by  doing  something  that  dangerous. 

"Wait,  there's  just  one  thing  I  don't  understand. . . ,"  the  wizard  said 
hesitantly. 
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Suzie  Burkett 

Snow  Globe 
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Suzie  Burkett 


Rustic  Simplicity 
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Lauren  Carroll 


Evolution  of  Stonehenge 
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Spoons 
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Brittany  Prince 
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Shashank  Shrestha 

End  of  Fall 
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Inside  the  Mystery 
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Carolyn  Dirksen 

Before  the  Lee  Review 

Flipping  through  the  Lee  .Review with  all  its  typographical  nuance 
and  linguistic  sophistication,  you  might  not  guess  that  it  had  a  number  of 
predecessors  ranging  from  a  mimeographed  booklet  to  a  glossy  magazine. 
The  one  theme  that  holds  this  whole  motley  historical  line-up  together  is  the 
common  truth  known  to  all  writers:  We  love  to  see  our  work  in  print,  and 
nothing  is  quite  as  heady  as  having  a  perfect  stranger  read  something  we  have 
written.  That  drive  to  publish  was  as  strong  in  young  writers  thirty  years  ago 
as  it  is  today,  even  though  the  Lee  context  and  the  whole  idea  of  publishing 
have  changed  dramatically. 

The  first  version  I  remember  was  called  Prelude.  The  name  was  cho- 
sen because  the  writers  hoped  that  that  humble  volume  would  be  a  prelude 
to  grander  publications  to  come  and  that  the  works  published  in  it  would  be 
a  prelude  to  increasingly  brilliant  works  as  yet  to  be  written.  We  know  from 
the  existence  of  the  Lee  iteviewthat  the  first  hope,  at  least,  has  been  real- 
ized. Prelude  was  "published"  on  a  mimeograph  machine,  meaning  that  it 
was  first  typed  into  the  waxy  surface  of  a  stack  of  blue  stencils.  Typing  errors 
were  corrected  with  a  dab  of  sticky  spirits  that  blurred  the  vision  and  numbed 
.£       the  senses  when  accidentally  inhaled.  It  was  a  kind  of  vicious  cycle:  If  you 
£       made  a  mistake,  you  had  to  correct  it  with  the  lethal  correction  fluid  which 
jg       increased  the  likelihood  of  making  mistakes,  etc.  etc.  Once  the  stencils  were 
— -      finally  finished  they  were  attached  to  the  shiny  drum  of  the  mimeograph 
132      machine  and,  if  they  were  not  shredded  in  the  process,  they  spun  out  multiple 
copies  of  the  treasured  writing.  The  "staff"  then  folded,  stapled,  and  cut  the 
pages  into  a  small  but  satisfying  booklet. 

There  was  really  only  one  issue  of  the  Prelude,  and  the  first,  last,  and 
only  editor  was  Robert  Fisher,  now  a  Lee  psychology  professor,  who  chose 
the  name  and  drew  the  cover  design.  Although  it  might  not  have  looked  very 
polished,  Prelude  had  its  charm,  and  students  whose  pieces  were  chosen  for 
inclusion  waited  for  the  mimeograph  to  stop  spinning  and  for  the  folding  and 
stapling  to  be  finished,  as  eagerly  as  current  students  await  the  arrival  of  the 
professionally  printed  volumes. 


Carolyn  Dirksen 

Perhaps  on  the  other  extreme  in  the  line-up  of  Lee  Review  predeces- 
sors was  the  Omnibus,  a  glossy  magazine  which— as  the  name  implies— in- 
cluded a  wide  range  of  articles,  essays,  features  and  fiction.  In  those  days, 
the  late  1970s,  the  Clarion  was  only  published  twice  a  month-in  a  good 
month— so  there  was  no  way  to  disguise  its  contents  as  news.  One  enterpris- 
ing editor  talked  the  administration  into  changing  the  format  into  a  news 
magazine  which  would  cost  about  the  same  and  would  not  be  confused  with 
an  actual  news  paper.  Although  it  took  the  place  of  the  Clarion  for  a  couple 
of  semesters,  its  contents  and  purpose  were  clearly  more  similar  to  those  of 
the  Lee  Review,  and-at  least  in  my  history  of  things-it  is  to  this  lineage  that 
it  truly  belongs .  Like  the  Lee  Review,  the  Omnibus  included  photographs , 
poetry,  and  fiction,  and  its  non-fiction  entries  were  soft  features  rather  than 
hard  news.  It  was  as  glossy  and  attractive  as  the  Prelude  was  homespun,  and 
for  a  couple  of  glorious  semesters,  it  lifted  the  level  of  student  publications  to 
a  new  high.  But  like  many  enterprises  in  those  days,  it  was  dependent  for  its 
buoyancy  on  the  energy  of  its  editor,  and  like  the  Prelude,  it  faded  away  with 
its  founder's  graduation. 

So,  it  isn't  accurate  to  say  that  the  Prelude  became  the  Omnibus,  and 
the  Omnibus  became  something  else  which  eventually  became  the  Lee  Re- 
view, but  it  is  accurate  to  say  that,  there  has  been  on  this  campus  for  several 
decades  a  core  of  students  who  love  to  write  and  who  care  about  it  enough  to  | 

do  whatever  it  takes  to  get  their  works  and  the  work  of  others  in  print.  There 
has  been  a  respect  for  words  and  how  they  work  and  what  they  can  do  that  has 
transcended  how  they  are  published  and  how  the  finished  product  looks.  For 
the  past  several  years,  that  romance  with  language  has  been  expressed  in  the        ^  ~o 
Lee  Review,  but  it  has  noble  predecessors  who  had  the  same  vision,  differ- 
ently realized,  and  this  anniversary  edition  celebrates  them  all. 


Eric  Biddy 

Envelope  Poem  (For  Wes) 

He's  real  like  steel  on  skin,  like  paper  between  fingers, 
The  lost  vibrancy  of  trees  flowing  through  capillaries 

crushed  into  pulp. 
And  made  alive  again  by  the  poetry  running  across  its  life- 
mocking  warmth. 
He's  real  like  Prometheus  bringing  fire  to  life  and  being 

punished  by  servants  of  insane  gods,  passion  always, 

always  burning. 
He's  abandoned  blue  jeans  cut  upon  and  cast  aside, 
Wing-tips  too  appropriately  stolen  by  Morlocks  on 

mountainside 
And  replaced  by  grotesque  basketball  sneakers 
Crying  with  embered  tongues  "Glamis  hath  murdered  sleep, 

Glamis  shall  sleep  no  more! " 
Poetry  scattered  like  leaves  underfoot  by 

marvelous  bipeds  who've  never  known  the  sensation 

of  rolling 
.£       Of  sliding  like  Mercury  out  of  shattered  thermometers 
^       Of  rising  like  Phoenix  rising  from  Holocaust  ashes  of  Chevrolet 
<p  tombs. 

-J       The  funeral  dirges  put  on  hold  and  the  Burial  of  the  Dead 
134  swiped  aside  for 

Real  life  tree  bark  scratching  tender  cheek 

Lips  dried  and  chapped,  cracking  where  ocean  roses  kisses 

swam  like  tides  before. 
He's  real  like  stone  gods  crying  in  the  night  because  it's  the  only 

power  they  have  left. 
And  choking  sobs  are  only  for  the  quick,  not  for  the  tortured 

mossy  living  dead. 
Real  like  oxygen  like  death  like  life  like  resurrection  singing 

cherubim  with  blazing  swords  barring  Eden 


Eric  Biddy 

Like  sweat  on  brow  backs  muscles  sinews  aching  (and  not) 

when  things  out  to  be  different  and  maybe  one 

day  will  be  again 
Like  eternal  promise  broken  by  fathers  too  wise  to  play 

with  children,  who  scramble  to  glue  with  blood  and 

grease  broken  dishes 
Before  the  drunken  kings  return  with  scepter  and  gavel  and 

keys  to  life  forgotten  spent  and  wasted 
In  wind  and  song  and  Autumn  crispness  softened  with  skin 

on  skin. 
Real  like  tears  spilled  on  crouching  bathroom  tile  floors 

among  relics  of  disaster  and  commonplace, 
The  holy  and  cold  symbols  of  eternal  Lent  cheated  and 

whored 
And  redemption  found  among  earth  and  hands  and  longing 

eyes  across  courtyard  chasms 
Real  like  leaving  like  emptiness  filled  with  raspy  void  and 

draft 
And  eternal,  holy  song  singing  always  through  night  and 

making  the  stars  to  dance, 
Always  making  the  stars  to  dance,  cosmic  ballet  of  God  .j 

dependent  entire  upon  his  eyes  which  are  always  so  a 

much  more  blue  than  mine .  <u 
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Charles  W.  Conn 

The  Lost  Thought 

Asleep  one  night  upon  my  bed, 
A  brilliant  thought  possessed  my  head; 
I  stirred  awake  and  pondered  that 
A  thought  so  clear,  so  grand,  so  great, 
Could  come  to  one  asleep  in  bed. 

I  knew  that  I  should  rise  and  write 
This  wisdom  that  had  come  by  night; 
But,  reasoned  I,  the  thought  would  keep, 
And  soon  relapsed  into  my  sleep. 
But  while  I  slept,  my  thought  took  flight, 

On  phantom  wings  and  sped  away, 

Disdainful  of  approaching  day. 

My  thought  has  not  returned  to  me, 
Although  I've  sought  it  wistfully 
Throughout  the  range  of  human  lore. 
Who  knows  what  marvel  might  have  come 
|       From  genius  once  came  to  me: 

It  might  have  been  the  music  score 
Surpassing  Verdi's  Trovatore; 
Perhaps  a  high  and  solemn  hymn, 
1 3  g      Exceeding  Mozart's  Requeim; 
Or  some  dramatic  masterpiece 
Commencing  where  Prince  Hamlet  ceased. 

It  might  have  been  some  plot  or  plan 
To  elevate  the  state  of  man; 
Some  science  dropping  truth  on  me 
Like  Newton  and  his  apple  tree; 
It  might  have  been  some  wiser  view 
Of  life  than  ever  Plato  knew; 
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Or  some  deep  doctrine,  more  profound 
Than  Augustine  or  Calvin  found. 

It  might  have  been, 

It  still  might  be! 
Life's  greatest  thought  once  came  to  me. 
Tis  pity  it  both  came  and  fled 
While  I  lay  sleeping  on  my  bed. 

May  25, 1980 
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Cara  Edenfield 

The  Light  Went  Out  in  Your  Eyes 

Broke,  busted,  disgusted, 

like  a  thousand  camels  and  their  thousand 

broken  dreams  carrying  a  thousand  weeping  widows 

down  grey  streets. 

On  the  black  tracks  running  down  dark  downs 

and  the  angry  train  racing  away,  crying  in  the  night 

restless  and  without  a  home. 
.  It  is  a  lump  in  the  throat. 

It  just  costs  too  much  and  I  swear 

I  have  nothing  to  live  off  anymore. 

A  nickel  -  and  -  diming  junkie 

all  blood  and  babble 

all  sick  men  and  rotten  girls 

dragging  forgotten  children  down  lonely  roads 

at  midnight,  past  wandering  bars 

past  alleys,  past  trash  and  all  the  lonely  people  who  call 

their  own,  past  the  cops  and 
o>       everyone's  open  hands  -  closed  off  suns, 
v       twisted  up  dawns  pumping  up  the  color  for  all  the  free  people , 
<u       here  we  sit  without  hope ,  no  bluebird's  song  ringing 
-J       closed  windows,  closed  skies,  black-hearted  woman 
138      with  glass  in  her  eyes, 

and  shut  up  houses  with  no  grace  that  squeezes  through. 


Luke  Hankins 


I  Shocked  the  Hills 


The  eye  is  not  satisfied  with  seeing, 
nor  the  ear  filled  with  hearing. 
-Ecclesiastes  1:8 

A  stream-bed  mostly  dry  receded  far 
into  the  woods  between  two  hills, 
its  water-fashioned  rocks  within  the  flow 
of  autumn  leaves— a  stream  so  still 

that  only  rocks  could  feel  and  trees  could  sense 
its. progress  through  the  gorge.  The  hills 
were  young,  and  yet  had  seen  two  million  trees 
relinquish  all  their  leaves,  and  still 

anticipated  many  millions  more. 
I  waded  through  the  leaves,  the  hills 
attentive  to  my  movement,  but  confused 

to  see  a  purpose  other  (and  yet  still  % 

> 

familiar)  than  the  deer's  or  porcupine's.  a> 

I  watched  the  branches  sway,  the  hills'  -± 

caves  moaning  slightly  in  the  wind.  I  felt  139 
my  body  plant  itself,  and  bend,  and  still 

I  wanted  more  than  that  excess. 
I  gazed  around,  and  shocked  the  hills, 
breaking  rock  on  rock  in  search  of  quartz— 
in  search  of  beauty,  I  would  not  be  still. 

*  Originally  appeared  in  The  Hampden-Sydney  Poetry  Review.  Reprinted  by 
permission  of  the  author. 


Luke  Hankins 

un  cri  dans  la  neige 

au  ras  de  la  nuit 

un  feu  eclate  un  bras  me  fait  signe 

ma  presence  semble  causer  Pinquietude 
des  roses 
dans  le  jardin 

la  revoke  des  oiseaux  des  tremblements 
de  terre 

les  rues  s'allongent        l'ombre  d'un  mot 

infini 

hante  les  minutes  hante 

les  heures 

je  veux  me  taire  mais  mon  cri  s'accroche 

a  un  brin  de  lumiere 
o 

^       la  neige  le  couvre 

gj       de  sa  fraicheur  l'etouffe  un  geste  d'amour 
d-      d'avant  le  froid 
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dans  la  brulure  de  la  bouche 

^Stella  Vinitchi  Radulescu 
translated  by  Luke  Hankins 


Luke  Hankins 


acryinthesnow 

at  the  brim  of  night 

a  fire  leaps  up  an  arm  gestures  to  me 

my  presence 

seems  to  make  the  roses  tremble 

in  the  garden 

and  make  the  birds  rise  up 
and  make  the  earth  shake 

the  streets  lengthen       the  shadow  of  an  infinite 

word 

haunts  the  minutes  haunts 

the  hours 

I  want  to  remain  silent  but  my  cry  attaches  itself 

to  a  sliver  of  light 


the  snow  covers  it  o 


QL 


with  its  suffocating  coolness  a  loving  gesture  <d 

before  the  cold  -J 
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in  the  burning  mouth 

^This  translation  originally  appeared  in  Connotation  Press:  An  Online 
Artifact,  and  subsequently  in  the  chapbook  "I  Was  Afraid  of  Vowels...  Their 
Paleness"  (Q  Avenue  Press,  2011).  Reprinted  by  permission  of  the  author  and 
the  translator. 


Dyana  R.  Herron 

Verse  Containing  Calculus 
(Which  is  Concerning  Me) 

A  ship  at  sea  once  came  at  last 
To  land  upon  a  desert  isle 
As  a  six-foot  tall  man  all  the  while 
Stood  'neath  a  sun  set  ten  degrees 
Behind  three  parallel  coconut  trees 
To  ponder  length,  from  bow  to  mast, 
Of  shadow  which  the  boat  had  cast. 

I  stood  behind  him,  quite  encumbered 

By  the  lengthy  task  at  hand. 

I,  hopeless  in  the  shifting  sand, 

Tied  calculators  to  my  foot 

And  'round  my  neck  equations  put 

Then  toward  the  tide  I  began  to  lumber 

To  drown  myself  in  a  sea  of  numbers. 

^       So  many  steal  the  sweet  of  sleep-tons 

£       Etched  upon  my  walls  and  posts— 

a:       That  in  the  night  the  pallid  ghosts 

cd       Of  students'  souls  from  classes  past 
Come  proving  how  the  letters  last 
With  a  certain  sixth  inked  out  in  red 
Upon  a  many  blistered  head. 

I've  eaten  several  pencils  now. 

I've  chewed  them  down  to  nub  and  point. 

I  fear  my  teeth  will  soon  disjoint 

And  separate  from  bruise-ed  gum; 

I'll  calculate  (while  teacher  comes) 

The  speed  they  left-(with  furrowed  brow, 

He'll  watch  to  make  sure  I  know  how) . 
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To  calculate  insanity 

Might  not  be  such  a  lengthy  task 

Compared  to  what  the  pages  ask. 

x  to  limit  won't  deter 

A  desperate  girl  from  reaching  hers. 

Yet  if  my  lot  sheer  madness  be, 

Differentiate  implicitly. 
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Jeff  Ringer 

Moving 

I'm  sitting  in  my  living  room  in  my  apartment  on  Keith  Street  in 
Cleveland,  TN.  This  is  where  I  sit  most  afternoons  and  mornings— on  the  side 
of  my  navy  blue  futon  (which  is  folded  up  into  a  couch)  nearest  the  glass  and 
window  (which  happens  to  be  open  right  now:  the  sun  is  setting,  the  sky  is 
pale,  clear  blue,  and  the  breeze  is  fresh  and  cool  enough  to  announce  that  it's 
still  only  late  winter. )  The  coffee  maker  in  my  kitchen  —a  green  coffee  maker 
that  I've  had  since  my  junior  year  in  college— is  in  its  last  percolating  gasps 
of  brewing  two  cups  of  fresh-roasted  Papau  New  Guinea,  a  medium-bodied, 
slightly  earthy  brew.  Wherever  I  live  generally  smells  faintly  of  coffee. 

My  living  room  is  sparse  but  comfortable:  in  front  of  me  sits  a  make- 
shift coffee  table  that  consists  of  a  small  pine  rectangular  tabletop  that  I  set 
on  two  cardboard  boxes— slightly  ghetto,  but  quite  effective.  Across  the  room 
sits  my  small,  blue  stuffed  chair  I  bought  from  Pier  1  Imports  when  I  moved 
in  here.  I  don't  sit  in  it  as  much  as  I'd  like  to,  simply  for  the  fact  that  there's 
no  lamp  near  it,  which  makes  it  tough  on  the  eyes  to  sit  there  and  read  a  book 
or  the  current  issue  of  The  New  Yorker— or  even  type  on  my  laptop.  But  it's  a 
comfortable  chair,  I  got  a  good  deal  on  it,  and  it  saves  the  room  from  looking 
|       like  no  one  lives  here . 

J  Above  the  chair  on  the  wall— a  white  wall,  boring,  but  clean— hangs 

oj       a  picture  of  a  coffee  cup  on  a  saucer  next  to  a  small  glass  of  water .  Both  are 
-j       sitting  on  a  rough-hewn  table,  and  next  to  them  on  the  table  is— a  rolled-up 
1 44      piece  of  trash?  A  small,  crumpled  flower?  From  this  distance ,  I  can't  tell  for 
sure;  and,  to  be  honest,  I  can't  remember  what  it  is.  I  bought  that  picture 
a  few  years  ago— almost  three,  to  be  exact— from  a  vendor  in  Buenos  Aires. 
I  have  other  pictures— from  Argentina,  from  England,  from  Boston— in  my 
apartment,  including  a  painting  on  the  wall  behind  me.  I  bought  this  framed 
picture,  which  depicts  to  men  approaching  a  third  man  who  is  standing  out- 
side a  cafe,  in  Buenos  Aires  as  well— the  frame  is  a  deep  chocolate  brown,  and 
the  painting  is  filled  with  similarly  bold  colors:  greens,  blues,  tans,  oranges- 
-even  the  white  in  the  painting  seems  bold.  Despite  this  overt  boldness, 
there's  also  a  subtle,  muted  sense  to  the  painting,  as  if  that  it's  depicting 
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occurred  so  late  in  the  Buenos  Aires  afternoon  that  the  colors  are  still  more 
pronounced  but  the  evening,  with  its  ability  to  obfuscate  and  mute  what  we 
see  and  perceive,  is  rapidly  approaching. 

To  my  left,  standing  kitty-corner,  is  one  of  my  two  bookshelves  in 
the  apartment  (the  other  is  in  my  bedroom) .  On  the  very  top  of  this  book- 
case are  three  items:  a  menorah  one  of  my  Jewish  students  bought  me  for 
Ghanukah  last  year,  a  basket  with  a  maroon  cloth  in  it,  and  a  small  bronze 
bucket  with  orange  tissue  paper  that  once  held  Halloween  candy.  Below  that, 
barely  visible  on  the  top  shelf,  my  Vermont  license  plate,  useless  now  that 
I've  registered  my  '9 1  Toyota  pickup  in  Tennessee,  leans  against  the  back 
of  the  bookcase;  in  front  of  that  are  two  pictures  from  my  weeklong  stay  in 
the  Lake  District  of  England,  a  greeting  card  from  a  forgotten  sender,  and 
a  large,  glass  coffee  mug-my  award  for  coming  in  first  in  my  age  division  at 
a  road  race  I  ran  recently  in  Chattanooga.  On  the  next  shelf  down,  there  are 
several  books:  Rumors  of  Another  World  by  Phillip  Yancey,  a  noted  Chris- 
tian journalist;  Labrador  Retrievers  for  Dummies,  a  title  which  needs  noth- 
ing else  said  about  it;  and,  The  Art  of  Raising  a  Puppy  by  the  monks  of  New 
Skete— all  titles  that,  to  some  degree,  suggest  my  hopes  and  shortcomings: 
I  hope  to  have  a  dog  someday  when  I  live  in  a  place  that  will  accommodate 
one  (I'd  rather  have  a  Siberian  Husky  than  a  Lab,  though)  and  I  hope,  too, 
as  a  Christian,  to  make  it  to  the  next  life,  but  often  feel  that  I  fall  far  short  of  | 

attaining  that  goal.  Below  is  my  CD  player  and  radio,  which  I  have  had  for  ten 
years  and  use  frequently,  and  below  that  are  CDs  and  a  pile  of  old  issues  of 
The  New  Yorker,  Newsweek,  and  Runner's  World,  magazines  that  I  wish  I 
had  more  time  to  read. 

If  someone  were  to  ask  me  how  this  room  represents  who  I  am, 
there  are  a  lot  of  answers  I  could  give— I  read  a  lot,  I'm  an  audiophile,  I'm 
rather  neat  and  clean  (I'd  prefer  a  room  to  be  sparse  than  cluttered),  and  I'm 
a  runner.  However,  what  seems  to  stand  out  the  most  at  the  moment  is  how 
temporary  this  living  situation  is.  I  have  a  good  job-I  could've  bought  a  de- 
cent coffee  table,  a  small  table  to  put  my  keys  on  to  place  next  to  the  door,  the 
ottoman  that  matches  my  Pier  1  chair,  a  side  table  and  lamp  to  put  near  that 
chair,  a  better  stereo  system,  maybe  even  some  more  art  to  adorn  my  walls. 
But  I'm  moving  again,  sometime  this  summer.  I  knew  that  when  I  came  last 
year,  so  I  determined  not  to  accumulate  more  stuff  that  I  would  have  to  then 
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pack  up  and  move— except  for  that  chair.  I  couldn't  resist. 

Last  year,  when  I  was  completing  my  thesis  at  the  University  of 
Vermont,  I  learned  that  of  the  three  PhD  programs  I  had  applied  to,  two  had 
rejected  me  and  one  had  wait-listed  me  as  an  alternate.  (I  remember  reading 
that  letter  with  both  disdain  and  dread—disdain,  that  the  program  I  had  put  all 
my  hopes  in  cindered  me  an  "alternate,"  and  dread,  because  all  of  a  sudden 
I  had  no  plan,  no  future) .  I  suddenly  feared  becoming  what  we  in  English 
studies  are  terrified  of  becoming— a  young,  well-educated,  multiple-graduate 
degree-holding  bundle  of  academic  potential  and  bitterness  working  in  some 
cubicle  at  some  desk  job  processing  insurance  application  or  waiting  tables 
at  Ken's  Pizza  while  trying  to  make  enough  money  to  be  able  to  afford  to  even 
apply  to  PhD  programs  again. 

Luckily,  that  didn't  happen.  Through  a  turn  of  events  (God  definitely 
had  a  hand  in  it),  I  came  back  to  Lee  to  teach  composition  for  a  one-year 
appointment.  Hip-hip,  hooray.  My  rejection  letters— and  "alternate"  letter- 
-suddenly  became  absolutely  meaningless.  I  would  make  more  money  in  one 
year  than  a  grad  student  in  English  would  make  in  three,  I  would  have  a  break 
from  the  stressful  rigors  of  graduate-study  research,  and  I  would  be  able  to 
return  to  Lee  University,  where  I  had  spent  seven  years  of  my  life. 

But  I  had  to  move  1200  miles,  and  that's  not  easy.  First,  my  parents, 
who  live  in  southeast  Pennsylvania,  came  to  Burlington  to  help  me  clean  out 
my  studio  apartment,  load  up  my  truck  and  their  van,  and  drive  seven  hours 
to  Royersford.  For  four  weeks,  my  "apartment"  —all  of  my  stuff—  sat  in  their 
garage.  Meanwhile,  I  had  driven  to  Cleveland  and  found  this  apartment— a 
146      spacious,  carpeted,  one-bedroom  apartment  with  a  washer  and  dryer,  a 

dishwasher,  and  a  small  balcony-and  all  that  in  an  apartment  complex  with 
residents  who  are  mostly  elderly.  Peace  and  quiet,  indeed. 

That  was  July  of  2003;  it's  March,  2004,  and  in  three  more  months, 
I'll  move  again,  both  because  my  one-year  contract  at  Lee  will  be  up  and 
because  I'm  going  to  start  on  my  PhD.  So  far,  I've  been  accepted  to  the  Uni- 
versity of  North  Carolina  at  Greensboro,  the  University  of  New  Hampshire, 
and  the  University  of  Massachusetts  at  Amherst.  Miami  University  (the  one  in 
Ohio)  waitlisted  me  again-the  second  year  in  a  row.  Many  say  the  hard  work 
in  choosing  a  PhD  program  is  the  applying,  but  I  say  it's  in  the  actual  choos- 
ing. For  a  long  time,  I  leaned  towards  UNC-Greensboro-it's  a  great  school, 
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it's  only  six  hours  away  (Read:  short  move),  and  the  faculty  there  would  be 
great  to  work  with.  But,  recently,  I've  been  leaning  more  towards  UNH— 
even  better  faculty—faculty  that  I  think  I  could  work  well  with— more  money, 
less  teaching,  and,  and,  hey,  it's  on  the  New  England  seacoast.  For  the  three 
months  out  of  the  year  that  you  can  actually  go  to  the  beach  in  New  England, 
you  can't  beat  its  coast. 

So  it  is  that,  most  likely,  in  June,  I'll  pack  up  my  ghetto  coffee  table, 
fill  the  boxes  it's  sitting  on  with  books  from  my  bookshelf,  take  the  painting 
and  picture  down  from  my  living  room  walls,  wrap  my  Pier  1  chair  in  some 
sort  of  protective  plastic  cover,  pull  my  futon  apart,  and  envelop  my  10-year 
old  CD  player  in  bubble  wrap  so  it  will  survive  yet  another  move.  Once  again, 
I'll  have  friends  and  maybe  even  family  help  me  vacuum,  load  the  rental  truck 
(What  will  I  get  this  time?  A  Ryder?  Penske?  Last  time  I  had  a  Budget,  I 
think.),  and  head  north  again.  Then,  I'll  set  up  my  apartment— or  house— with 
a  bit  more  of  a  feel  of  permanence.  Lord  willing,  I'll  be  there  for  four  or  five 
years.  Plenty  of  time  to  put  some  roots  down  and  maybe  even  buy  a  bona  fide 
coffee  table. 
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Interview  with  Chris  Hansen 


How  manyyears/semesters  did  you  work  on  the  Lee  Reviewstaff? 

One  year/two  semesters 

What  do  you  remember  about  the  beginnings  of  the  Lee  Review? 

It  had  started  the  year  before  I  took  over.  I  was  very  excited  that  Lee  finally 
had  a  literary  magazine  because  I  felt  it  was  a  very  important  part  of  student 
expression  in  the  arts.  There  was  at  that  time  a  group  of  us  who  considered 
ourselves  (without  much  good  reason)  to  be  writers  and  artists,  and  it  was, 
I  think,  an  important  part  of  the  English  program's  development  to  give 
students... a  chance  to  publish. 

Did  you  ever  submit  screenplays  to  the  journal? 

No.  At  that  time,  I  wasn't  yet  writing  screenplays.  And  I  don't  know  that  we 
would  have  published  them  anyway— we  wouldn't  have  known  what  to  do  with 
them! 

What  kind  of  impact  did  serving  on  the  Lee  Reviewhave  on  your  time 
.£  atLee  University?  Did  itbenefityou  as  you  went  into  the  professional 
£       world? 

Jj       It  felt  like  a  valuable  thing  to  me  because  of  the  ability  to  read  and  select  good 
"J       student  work.  I  had  run  an  independent  literary  magazine  the  year  before , 
1 48      which  is  what  led  me  to  become  the  editor  of  Lee's  literary  mag,  and  the  com- 
bined experience  gave  me  a  healthy  respect  for  working  with  other  artists. 

Where  do  you  draw  ideas  for  your  films?  More  specifically,  how  did  the 
movie  Endings  come  about? 

Ideas  are  weird  little  things.  They  come  from  random  places.  Endings  grew 
out  of  a  narrative  idea— specifically,  the  interest  and  desire  to  tell  a  story  about 
three  random  individuals  who  come  together  for  some  reason.  I  wanted  to 
tell  these  three  individual  stories  before  merging  them  together  into  one, 
which  was  a  narratively  complex  idea,  and  so  the  idea  sort  of  developed  from 


Chris  Hansen 

there.  I  was  trying  to  figure  out  what  these  three  people  would  all  be  dealing 
with,  and  death  seemed  like  a  logical  thing  that  would  cross  all  boundaries  of 
class  or  financial  level. 

Endings  deals  with  some  difficult  themes,  such  as  drugs,  suicide,  and 
parental  abuse.  How  do  you  handle  that  in  light  of  being  a  Christian? 

With  any  story  I  tell,  I  feel  like  my  point  of  view  as  a  Christian  comes  into 
play.  Drugs,  suicide,  and  parental  abuse  are  pretty  difficult  issues.  My 
view  is:  how  can  I  NOT  be  addressing  such  issues  if  I'm  a  Christian.  If  I 
avoid  them,  I'm  doing  a  disservice  to  myself  and  to  people  who  see  my  films. 
That's  not  to  say  there's  not  a  place  in  the  world  for  films  that  are  just  enter- 
taining. But  my  primary  interest  is  in  dealing  with  real  issues  that  people 
face.  There's  a  lot  of  difficult  circumstances  out  there  that  people  deal  with, 
and  Christian  artists  should  be  leading  the  way  on  discussing  these  things. 

Do  you,  with  your  wisdom  and  experience  in  professional  writing,  have 
any  suggestions  for  future  editors  and  contributors  of  the  Lee  Review? 

One  of  my  problems  as  an  editor  was  that  I  had  a  very  limited  sense  of  what 
constituted  good  writing  and  good  literature.  So—take  your  work  seriously, 
but  be  open-minded  about  what  constitutes  good  work.  While  being  open- 
minded,  however,  don't  let  your  standards  slip.  It's  okay  to  say  that  some  | 
work  is  just  better  than  other  work,  and  the  best  writers  will  take  rejection 
and  use  it  to  get  better. 
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Contributor  Notes 


Olivia  OCCK  is  a  junior  and  an  English  major  who  is  in  the  process  of 
adding  a  Spanish  major.  She  is  planning  on  becoming  a  translator  of  Spanish 
literature,  possibly  an  interpreter,  and  if  there  is  anytime  left,  maybe  publish 
a  novel.  Whatever  the  future  holds,  she  knows  that  words  and  writing  will 
always  be  a  part  of  it. 

Tyler  Beckett  has  been  writing  ridiculous  stories  for  as  long  as  he  can 
remember.  Never  content  with  regular,  "boring"  work,  he  has  spent  many 
years  drawing  comic  books  &  comic  strips,  filming  himself,  and  acting  out 
some  of  his  bizarre  ideas  for  whoever  will  listen.  His  piece  The  Geek  Take- 
over was  one  of  the  more  sane  papers  he  wrote  in  his  first  semester,  almost 
overshadowed  by  papers  about  being  a  film  guru,  the  difficulties  of  growing 
up  beautiful,  and  the  insidious  connections  between  bubble  gum  and  social- 
ism. He'd  like  to  thank  the  Lee  Review  for  letting  his  insanity  be  published. 

Bruce  BlllingS  is  an  English  major  at  Lee  University.  Among  other 
things  he  enjoyed  working  with  the  Vindagua  and  Backyard  Ministry.  He 


cL       wrote  some  and  he  read  some  during  his  time  at  Lee . 


150      Kyildall  Blake  graduated  in  December  20 10.  She  is  now  a  humble 

technical  writer  intern,  trying  to  rediscover  what  the  word  "creativity"  means. 
With  a  million  dreams  and  no  plans,  she  is  living  the  words  of  Pope  John  Paul 
II:  "Everyone  who  got  where  he  is,  had  to  begin  where  he  was." 

Lance  Buchanan  is  from  Orlando,  Florida,  and  in  his  third  year  at 
Lee.  He  is  a  English  Writing  major  and  minoring  in  Art  with  a  computer 
emphasis.  He  is  the  Design  Editor  for  the  Lee  Clarion  and  the  Lee  Review. 
His  interests  include  writing,  snowboarding,  violin,  and  being  in  the  Vest 
Building  as  much  as  possible. 


Dan  Buck  is  an  Assistant  Professor  of  Theatre  at  Lee  University.  He  has 
published  poetry  and  creative  non-fiction  in  literary  reviews  before,  but  he 
primarily  writes  plays.  Dan  loves  improv,  British  television,  and  disc  golf.  He 
and  his  wife,  Courtney,  live  in  Cleveland,  TN  with  their  two  sons. 

SllZlC  Burke tt  is  a  sophomore  Communications/Advertising  major. 
Photography  is  her  passion  and  she  hopes  to  have  her  own  photography  busi- 
ness after  she  graduates.  She  loves  traveling,  music,  and  spending  time  with 
the  people  she  loves. 

Lauren  Carroll  is  a  junior  majoring  in  Elementary  Education,  Art, 
and  TESOL.  She  is  the  Assistant  Photo  Editor  for  the  Lee  University  Student 
Media  and  is  always  high  on  life. 

JNeil  Cooney  is  a  singer/songwriter  from  Nashville,  TN.  He  spends 
much  of  his  time  reading  and  writing,  and  working  the  ever-poetic  position  of 
cashier.  He  is  a  sophomore  at  Lee  University,  where  he  studies  English  with 
emphases  on  literature  and  writing. 

Danielle  Dederer  is  a  junior  at  Lee  University,  and  is  majoring  in 
English  Literature .  She  began  writing  poetry  while  taking  the  Introduction 
to  Writing  Poetry  class,  taught  by  Dr.  Kevin  Brown,  and  writes  poetry  that 
copes  with  human  mistakes  and  the  role  of  God  and  religion  within  the  loss  of 
innocence.  S 


Lyndsey  Graves  is  a  junior  Theology  major  at  Lee.  She  enjoys  read- 
ing, walking  around  with  a  camera,  and  playing  pretend  —  otherwise  known 
as  "acting"  —  on  Lee's  Shenanigans  improv  team.  She  spent  June  and  July  of 
20 10  as  a  missionary  intern  at  a  church  in  Bangkok,  Thailand.  Excerpts  from 
her  blog  can  be  found  atwww.lyndseygoestobangkok.wordpress.com. 

Betll  Harbin  graduated  from  Lee  in  December  2010  with  a  Bachelor's 
in  English  and  is  from  Cleveland,  TN.  She  is  currently  trying  to  figure  out 
who  she  wants  to  be  when  she  grows  up,  and  that's  okay  with  her. 
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William  J3.  HlirSt  is  an  undergraduate  at  Lee  University,  Cleveland, 
TN.  He  is  pursuing  a  Bachelor  of  Arts  in  Biblical  and  Theological  Studies. 
His  poetry  emphasizes  the  place  of  the  natural  in  unnatural  circumstances, 
and  is  influenced  primarily  by  the  work  of  T.S.  Eliot,  Kay  Ryan,  and  Charles 
Simic.  His  work  has  appeared  in  The  Rectangle-fat  literary  journal  of  the  In- 
ternational English  Honors  Society-7/fe  Lee  Review,  Full  Armor  Magazine, 
Doxa,  and  other  online  literary  publications.  He  is  in  the  process  of  applying 
to  Masters  of  Fine  Arts  programs  across  the  country. 

Ashley  Jones  is  a  junior  majoring  in  English  Writing  at  Lee . 

Kaitlyil  Kachmarcllik  is  a  senior  History  major  at  Lee  University. 
She  studies  mythology  and  folklore  in  her  free  time  and  would  like  to  visit 
Greece  one  day. 

Malloiy  Leonard  writes  both  poetry  and  plays,  knowing  very  well 
that  she  will  never  make  a  living  from  them  no  matter  how  much  she  might 
wish  she  could.  Her  poetry  has  been  published  in  the  Lee  Review,  the  Blue 
Route,  and  WritingRaw.  Her  plays  have  been  produced  in  two  festivals: 
Fringe  Fest,  Lee  University,  and  One-Act  Play  Festival  20 10,  Belhaven  Uni- 
versity (forthcoming).  She  is  currently  the  editor  of  the  Lee  Review,  and,  in 
addition  to  writing,  she  enjoys  drinking  tea  and  cooking  vegetarian  food. 


<£       Jvim  McOlinie  is  a  junior  from  Birmingham,  Alabama.  Her  major  is 
in  English,  with  an  emphasis  in  writing  and  literature.  Her  favorite  things  are 

drinking  coffee,  visiting  McKay's,  reading  new  books,  walking  around  Cleve- 

152      land,  spending  time  with  her  family  in  Alabama,  and  attempting  to  write  life 
as  she  sees  it.  She  has  a  deep  appreciation  of  the  written  word  and  the  power 
of  a  particularly  good  piece  of  writing. 

Kristin  Mueller  is  a  senior  English  major  at  Lee  University.  When 
not  attempting  to  grasp  the  concept  of  deconstruction,  she  makes  Starbucks 
drinks  for  the  caffeine-deprived  masses.  She  hails  from  the  land  of  Jasper, 
Georgia,  but  don't  hold  it  against  her.  Her  aspirations  include  building  a 
replica  of  the  Swiss  Family  Robinson  tree  house,  memorizing  the  lyrics  to 
R.E.M.'s  "It's  The  End  Of  The  WorldAs  WeKnowIt,"  and  understanding 
the  stock  market. 


JveVclll  O  Connor  is  a  senior  English  major  from  Yoknapatawpha, 
has  trouble  telling  stories  and  likes  poetry  and  film.  He  used  to  have  a  beard. 

Mackenzie  Obeilldorfer  is  a  junior  English  Literature  major  at 
Lee  University  and  hails  from  Virginia  Beach,  Virginia.  She  loves  nature  and 
books  and  pretends  to  like  poetry  despite  a  steadfast  love  for  John  Donne. 
Her  post-collegiate  ambitions  include,  but  are  not  Umited  to,  becoming 
a  published  author,  an  FBI  agent,  a  tea-room  owner,  a  Whitewater  rafting 
guide,  and  a  cryptozoologist. 

Brittany  Prince  is  an  English  Education  major  from  Chattanooga, 
TN.  She  is  in  Campus  Choir  and  Sigma  Alpha  Iota  and  in  love  with  all  things 
British. 

Cnad  SclirOCKis  an  assistant  professor  of  English  (particularly  early 
British  and  early  Western  literature)  at  Lee  University  and  a  2010  gradu- 
ate of  Penn  State  with  a  Ph.D.  in  medieval  literature.  He  lives  with  his  wife, 
Rachel,  and  son,  Toby,  somewhere  nearby.  He  has  published  a  variety  of 
academic  articles  on  topics  from  Peter  Abelard  to  Geoffrey  Chaucer  to  C.  S. 
Lewis  and  George  MacDonald,  but  not  poems,  not  really. 

Allison  Sherwood  is  a  senior  Music  Education  and  Theatre  double 

major  from  Ooltewah,  TN.  With  a  passion  for  the  arts,  she  began  her  play-  o> 

wrighting  career  by  taking  an  introductory  course  from  Stacy  Isom.  She  v 

hopes  to  use  the  skills  she  learned  to  enhance  the  use  of  the  arts  in  evangeli-  <d 

cal  ministry.  Tied  evolved  out  of  an  interest  in  broken  relationships  between  -* 

sisters  and  a  strong  affection  for  her  own.  i  r  o 

Shashank  ShreStha  is  from  Kathmandu,  Nepal  and  a  senior  at  Lee. 
He  is  a  Telecommunications  and  Journalism  double  major.  He  has  served  as 
the  managing  photo  editor  of  Lee  University  Student  Media  and  the  lead  stu- 
dent photographer  at  Lee  University  Office  of  Publications.  Shashank  enjoys 
photography,  filmmaking,  and  basically  living  like  a  boss. 

Amelia  Smith  is  an  English  major  with  an  emphasis  in  literature.  Her 
favorite  pastime  is  to  relax  with  a  good  book,  her  dog  Luna  by  her  side,  and  a 
stout  cup  of  coffee.  Amelia  is  a  native  of  Cleveland,  Tennessee. 


John  WatkillS  is  an  English  Literature  major  from  Cleveland,  TN.  He 
likes  cold,  gray  weather. 

DeVLQ  W lllte  is  a  sophomore  working  on  a  Writing  major.  A  self- 
proclaimed  geek,  he  loves  all  forms  of  storytelling,  including  films,  television, 
plays,  and  novels.  His  poetry  has  appeared  in  such  famous  publications  such 
as  "Documents"  and  "Devin's  Hard  Drive." 

DrCW  Wright  is  currently  a  senior  at  Lee,  looking  to  graduate  in  De- 
cember of  20 1 1 .  He  is  majoring  in  Discipleship  Ministry  and  seeks  to  get  his 
Masters  in  Education  after  graduating.  He  hopes  to  be  an  English  teacher  in 
the  future. 

Bethany  Yankie  is  an  English  Writing  major  in  her  sophomore  year  at 
Lee,  hailing  from  Nashville,  Tennessee.  She  is  currently  a  member  of  Sigma 
Tau  Delta  and  co-leads  Writers'  Group,  a  creative  writing  discussion  group 
on  campus. 

Matthew  Young*  is  a  senior  History  Major  (English  minor)  from 
Manassas,  Virginia.  Matthew  has  been  writing  for  five  years  and  hopes  to  be 
a  published  author  at  some  point,  but  for  now  plans  to  attend  law  school  next 
year.  ^ 


-J       Envelope  Poem  (For  Wes)  by  Eric  Biddy 
^  r  a      Originally  published  in  Spring  2003  Issue 

The  Lost  Thoughtby  Dr.  Charles  W.  Conn 

Originally  published  in  Spring  2003  Issue 

The  Light  Went  OutLn  Your  Eyes  by  Cara  Edenfield 
Originally  published  in  Spring  2005  Issue 

Verse  Containing  Calculus  (Which  Is  Concerning  Me)  by  Dyana  Herron 
Originally  published  in  Spring  2004  Issue 

Moving  by  Jeff  Ringer 

Originally  published  in  Spring  2004  Issue 


**  We  love  to  see  our  work  in  print,  and 
nothing  is  quite  as  heady  as  having 
a  perfect  stranger  read  something  we 
have  written.*)*) 


-  Dr.  Carolyn  Dirksen 
Before  the  Lee  Rev  leu 


Contributors 

Olivia  Beck 
Tyler  Beckett 
Bruce  Billings 
Courtney  Bishop 
Kyndall  Blake 
Lance  Buchanan 
Dan  Buck 
Suzie  Burkett 
Lauren  Carroll 
Neil  Cooney 
Danielle  Dederer 


Lyndsey  Graves 
Beth  Harbin 
William  B.  Hurst 
Ashley  Jones 
Kaitlyn  Kachmarchik 
Mallory  Leonard 
Kim  McDuffie 
Kristin  Mueller 
Kevan  O'Connor 
Mackenzie  Oberadorfer 
Brittany  Prince 


Chad  Schrock 
Allison  Sherwood 
Shashank  Shrestha 
Amelia  Smith 
John  Watkins 
Devin  White 
Drew  Wright 
Bethany  Yankie 
Matthew  Young 


Including 

An  anniversary  section  with  pieces  by  Dr.  Carolyn  Dirksen, 
Dr.  Charles  W.  Conn,  and  an  interview  with  Chris  Hansen. 


